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The Song of Nature

Hark! I hear the sound of music,

Floating softly o'er the plain;

It is like the voice of angels,

Breathing forth a heavenly strain.

Softly, gently, ever sweeter,

Comes the song, blown through the air;

And I stop, yea stand and listen,

That more clearly I may hear.

Close ahead I see a brooklet

Through the meadow wend its zvay,

While its bubbling, trickling waters

Play to tune a matchless lay.

'Tis the lay that comes from nature,

Soft and sweet, and filled with love,

Like unto the joyful anthems

Sung by countless hosts above.

Friend, arise, awake and listen,

Catch the air of nature's hymns;

Listen to its strains melodious,

Pure, refined like costly gems.

For it sings a song of friendship,

Both of comfort and of cheer;

And it fills the heart with gladness,

Joy is never wanting there.

J. E. F., '14.
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The Lawyer for the Defence

"What was the most dramatic experience I ever had ?" asked

the old judge, as he sat in front of the law offices of several

friends, waiting for the next train. "That's a pretty hard ques-

tion, but the most exciting I ever attended was when I pre-

sided over the trial of Becky Train, the murderer of Senator

Banton. You doubtless remember the murder which occurred

while Senator Banton was touring the State, making a fight

for Cuban intervention. The Senator was not a native of this

State, but to aid the cause of liberty he was traveling at his

own expense, stirring up in Americans a feeling of shame for

the oppressed people of Cuba.

The Senator had just finished a most remarkable speech in

favor of his devoted cause and hundreds of his admirers were

crowding up to shake his hand in congratulation. No one no-

ticed an old woman, whose face would have betrayed her

occupation, as she walked slowly up to the speaker's stand. An
instant later the audience was startled to hear a shot and see

the Senator sink lifelessly to the floor. The old woman, with

a ghastly smile of triumph, stood with the smoking pistol in her

hand, making no effort to get away. She was arrested but

made no statement.

The press of the nation rang with praise for the martyr and

condemnation for the "foul wretch that wrenched life from one

of the gentlest of souls, the kindliest of men." The entire nation

formed a throng at the funeral bier of the dead Senator, and his

wife and children received hundreds of sympathetic messages,

while thousands of floral offerings of grief and love flowed in

upon the saddened family. The nation, shocked at the death of

this noble man, who had been spoken of prominently for the

Presidency, could not express its grief. But at last it came
in a universal demand that the murderer be executed, that the

woman pay the penalty of her crime.

All this time the woman said nothing. She expressed her

willingness to be tried and nothing more. Special reporters

sought her, newspaper men were over-jealous to discover a

cause for the shooting. This much they discovered. The
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woman was one from the underworld and had lived in the city

where the murder took place for the past twenty years. During

all this time the dead Senator had not been within one hundred

miles of the city in which she lived. What then was the cause

of the murder? Was it some smouldering thirst for revenge

that had lingered within her for years ? Or was it merely the

insane delusion of a woman cast off by society who took this

step to punish those who rejected her and her class? The lat-

ter idea became accepted.**********
It was two months later. The jury had been secured. I was

on the bench, and appointed a young lawyer in Court to defend

the woman. The public prosecutor had given his personal at-

tention to the case and everything was ready when the jury had

been selected. The case dragged along two days. The Solicitor

had made out a splendid case. He had traced the woman's

life back for thirty years and at no time could it be identified

with that of the dead statesman. He had shown her to be

clearly a parasite on society—one of the women whose name

could not be mentioned in society. He brought forward the

necessary witnesses to identify the woman, to prove the mur-

der, and when the State rested its case on the afternoon of the

second day there appeared no reasonable hope but that the

woman would pay the penalty of her crime.

The young lawyer who was to defend the woman—Woods

was his name, I believe—arose and asked that Court adjourn

for the remainder of the day, and the case be resumed in the

morning. This was agreed to. The next morning the defence

brought in a few witnesses. It was brief. The woman's birth-

place was given and it was related how she had grown up

young and innocent in her native village, until having met a

stranger she became enamored with him, and from his wooing

was led on to her ruin. In no instance was the dead Senator's

name mentioned. The defence had fallen down completely,

but it had used up an entire day. The attorneys then agreed

that each side would have one hour on the following morn-

ing to sum up its case and make its argument before the jury,

i
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after which the fate of the woman would be in the hands of

the jury.

The prosecutor sat down. For more than an hour he had

been pleading in an eloquent manner for the punishment of the

depraved wretch that had struck down the great statesman in

his hour of glory. He had in a scathing manner drawn up an

indictment against the entire pariah class, and this woman, as its

representative, had been the target of his sarcasm, his withering

scorn, and hail of invectives. He had pictured to the sorrowful

jury the dead Senator's home in the distant State, he had called

on the jury to heed the cry of the widowed mother and father-

less children that justice be done. He had warned them against

encouraging such acts, and declared that if this crime went

unpunished it would be forever a stain upon the shrine of jus-

tice.

Never in his entire career had he appeared so earnest, so elo-

quent. It was not the fact that the entire nation looked on

while the prosecution was in progress, but only his zeal as the

prosecutor of evil-doers. "Let not your feeling of sympathy
for a woman aid the criminal," he cried to the jury. "She is

not a woman, but a beast. Womanhood calls for sympathy,

love and tenderness, but from the heart of this creature comes
only murder and hate. Think of your wives at home, would
you for a minute compare their womanly qualities, their in-

stincts of tenderness and kindness, with the beastly hate, sleep-

ing through years of shame, that compelled this woman to take

the life of Senator Banton when his services were so needed by
his country?"

Magnificent was his tribute to the dead politician—as elo-

quent and grandiloquent as his indictment of the "creature"

had been scathing and stern. He pictured him in the rose of

life, fighting the battles of freedom for an oppressed nation.

Pictured him answering the call of duty, and told the jury in

conclusion "that the entire population of this civilized and
Christianized nation is calling for justice, the people in op-

pressed Cuba are forgetting the touch of the Spanish whip long

enough to breathe a prayer for their dead defender, and

/
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out in his far-off home a widow's tear and a child's

cry come in an appeal for justice. Never before has the

appeal been unheard by a jury in this grand old State, and

the prosecution rests its case, feeling confident that the twelve

men, upon whom rests the dignity and honor of the State, will

be found capable of upholding her dignity and of preserving

her honor."

Young Woods, for the defence, now arose. If it be permitted

by the judge, the plea for the defence would be made by "the

gifted lawyer from our neighboring State, the Hon. Charles A.

Patton." Immediately the excitement in the court house rose

to fever heat. Everybody had noticed, as one of the most at-

tentive hearers of the trial, a very distinguished looking man,

who had sat near the front every day, and had not been missing

at any time during the trial. Not an expression had been

noted in his calm, impassive face, half-hidden by the iron grey

mustache, and as he arose to face the judge, everyone saw in

him the able leader, the born orator that he was known to be in

his own State. There being no objection, the stranger lawyer,

glancing slightly in the direction of the accused woman, faced

the jury. The woman, all this time, had not betrayed a move-

ment of recognition or animation, except as the name was an*

nounced those nearby heard a slight gasp, and as the lawyer

began to speak her face sank slowly on the table in front of

her. Not once during his speech did she lift her head.

The Hon. Charles A. Patton was speaking. In contrast to

the fiery vindictiveness of the prosecutor, there was the calm

poise of the man with a just cause to plead, and notwithstanding

the hostility of the jury and audience he began his speech

quietly. The jury had just listened, he said, to an eloquent

indictment of the woman accused and her entire class. The

harsh words of the prosecutor were true. In the heart of the

woman there was perhaps nothing of kindness, nothing of

purity, nothing of love. The terrible crime that she had com-

mitted had been done apparently in cold blood, and taking

things as the prosecutor had skilfully led up to them she de-

served to be hung.
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"But we are here to seek justice, not to punish, and if in our

search for justice we go back a score of years, instead of

months, it matters not." Skilfully he began to draw for the jury

a picture in a far-off town (which the jury immediately recog-

nized as that of the defendant) of a young girl, pure, sweet,

vivacious and happy. Only a school girl, but the picture he

drew corresponded to another in the hearts of every man in

the court-room. He proceeded; he pictured a young country

boy, manly, full of life, true-hearted, and the jury knew the

old, old story. Soon, however, a stranger came to the village—

-

he only stayed three days, but in that time the heart of the

girl had been flattered and her love for her country sweetheart

turned cold, compared to her admiration for the dashing stran-

ger.

It was the sad, old story. Led on by the stranger's promises,

she left home and met him at the place appointed in his letter.

She didn't know at first that the marriage ceremony was only a

fake; she didn't know that she was being sentenced to a life of

shame; she never suspected that instead of the true-hearted

lover, she had married only a college rake, living on the rich-

ness of the folks back home. It only took a week to find it

out. He left her, and she, unable to live at home any more,

or return to those she had left behind, and, too timid to face the

publicity necessary to secure the punishment of the man who
had wronged her, commenced her bitter struggle alone.

She failed in the struggle with life, and a life of shame

was the penalty. But each time she realized the horridness of

her nature, each time she felt the repulsive looks of those who
passed her, she swore silently that some day, God being willing,

the man who was responsible would pay the penalty. For each

minute of suffering and pain on her part he, having reformed,

was becoming highly successful and honored in his community.

But for her there was no reform—she tried, but just as she

was fairly started, along came the spectre of the past. "Is it

any wonder, gentlemen of the jury, that the kindness and sym-

pathy she had in her young heart should have been crushed out ?

Full of noble instincts, and with a heart overflowing with that
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love the prosecutor has praised in true woman, she had found

out that the world was not true, that love itself had led her to

ruin.

"They call her an enemy to society. Is not society responsi-

ble for her plight ? was it not society that refused to open any

gateway other than shame by which she could live ? The prose-

cutor tells you that she has wronged society, but I tell you

society wronged her. Was there anyone to give her a chance?

Did not society turn its back on her, yet receive her traducer

with open arms? Could not the young man who ruined her

have gone back to her native village and walked in the com-

pany of the best people, and yet she was condemned to the

lowest rounds of hell? The widow of the dead Senator calls

for justice, but the young girl who over thirty years ago trusted

all in the honor and faith of one man calls for justice too. The

dead aspirations of a pure childhood, the dreaded years of suf-

fering, the pangs of remorse, and the degradations of shame

call for justice. Shall the wretch that inflicted years of punish-

ment upon her go unharmed, while she be doubly punished?

She has paid for her crime. The record brought out by the

prosecutor of thirty years in shame and mire tell of her pun-

ishment. The man also has paid for his crime, but I tell you,

gentlemen of the jury, he never paid for it until the day the

woman at the bar shot down Senator Banton.

"I do not defend the woman for what she is, but in answer

to the call from a spirit long since dead, in answer to a spirit

that paid for its faults with death, namely, the spirit of the

young girl. Justice decreed the death of the Senator and Fate

decided that its death warrant should be executed by the re-

mains of the once pure and innocent girl. In that wrinkled,

faded and decrepit old woman, upon whose face the marks of

shame stand out, and in whose heart burns only anger, hate and

the thirst for revenge, no one would recognize the young girl

of thirty-five years ago, who forsook her true country lover

for the deceitful lures of the dashing sport, except the country

lover himself. Gentlemen of the jury, my picture is not made
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from my imagination, but the story is true and comes from

memory."
J}t ^< ;Js >H J(S ijl j{s

The jury filed slowly back into the room. "Gentlemen of the

jury, have you arrived at a verdict?" asked the judge. "We
have," replied the foreman. The foreman hesitated, looked at

the woman, still with her face buried in her hands, and an-

swered: "It's no use—the verdict of God supercedes that of

man."
j{c 5jx jji *Jc jji 5|c sjc

That night the Hon. Charles A. Patton took a faded picture

out of his trunk, kissed it once slowly, and silently held it over

the fire until the flames licked his hand.

"Brer Rabbitt/' '13.

Editor's Note:—In order to stimulate interest in the Lit-

erary Department, The Journal will give $2 in cash to the

student writing best in 200 words the verdict of the jury, and

his reasons for giving that answer. No member of the staff

may compete. All answers should be handed the Editor-in-

Chief not later than October 28. No answers received after

that date. The winning answer, as well as the next two, will be

published in November's Journal.
*

To a Cloud

. A miracle thou art,

Thou flimsy thing

That through the heavens dart,

Like bird on wing!

Thou mist-like thing,

No bird that sings

Can swifter, farther, fly;

No fozvl that wings

Its distant flight in xsiky

Can be so void of fear,

Or half so free of care,
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And to no soaring thing

That has a feathered wing

Are such dimensions given.

And yet, like birds, you dart

Right through the heart

Of lofty heaven.

D. L. E., '13.

*

Democrats as Progressives

JAS. EARLE BETHEA, '13.

In literature, we see all the common works and general lit-

erary ideas of an age, shaped in the works of one man—Wil-

liam Shakespeare. He did not shine forth in a single day but

after the general ideas and thoughts of all the writers before

him were produced, he comes forward and with his great per-

sonality developed these ideas into his works, the monument of

his age in literature. Even so, the general foundations of

progress have been developed in the last twenty years now to

shape itself in the leadership of the Democrats and their party.

Progress first is noticed shaped in the first Democratic Con-

gress in sixteen years. No Congress in this age of progress

has so much good legislation to its credit. It began by reor-

ganizing the House under the rules of popular government. A

speaker was elected, not with the power of appointing commit-

tees, but solely as a leader. This was a great step, as under the

old rule, the speaker used the patronage of the office to secure

the splendid place and to hold it, and too, he used this power

to hold the House completely under his will. Under the reform

system he can be no more than a figure-head. This democratic

step inspires him to a greater leadership and moral influence

that could not be practical under the old rule. He is a leader

without authority in appointment of committees, as all com-

mittees are appointed by the members of the House, each

party selecting capable men to its membership of each com-

mittee. In this way both the minority and the majority are

represented and they are not tempted to the abuses offered by

the speaker.
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A notable progressive measure was advanced in the bill ask-

ing the President to make public all recommendations on which

he appoints a United States judge. This is a great law, as

with publicity standing over the executive he will not be sub-

ject to the "bosses" and corporations.

The election of United States Senators by direct vote of the

people was one of the greatest and most progressive steps made
by Congress. ' Under Andrew Jackson this reform was recom-

mended. Later, the prohibition party used it as a plank in their

platform and the last Congress out of sentiment and popular

demand yielded to the passage of the amendment by a large

vote. For many months this vital question was in conference

between the two Houses. The Senate offered many amend-

ments, determined to fix the resolution so as to keep the elec-

tions under federal supervision. The lower House wished to

reserve the right of the State in selecting the time and manner

of selecting the Senators. If the Democratic House had done

nothing else than secure this progressive change in elections, re-

ducing the Senators to the will of the people, this upper branch

of Congress would become the highest law-making body and

the greatest gratitude of the nation would be due to the pro-

gressive Democrats.

The next important reform was in view of purifying politics.

This has been a question for many years, and with the publicity

of contributions before the elections the people can determine

the influence over their candidates. This law will change the

leaders of the parties from men influenced by money and politi-

cal bosses to the leader subject only to the voter. This bill

passed both Houses by unanimous vote, showing the attitude

of the House for clean politics. They even went so far as to

fix a maximum of five thousand dollars to a congressman's

campaign and ten thousand dollars to a senator's.

The measure that compels newspapers to disclose their own-

ership is a great progressive stride, two-fold in its object. First,

in preventing the political bosses and money powers in using

the newspapers against the public, through ownership or items

inserted for pay. Second, the measure requires all advertising
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matter to be marked as such, so as to distinguish it from edi-

torials and other news. This is a step to free the papers from

political poison and corruption.

In the admission of Arizona and New Mexico the House

deserves much credit, as it shows justice to the people in these

territories. The President vetoed the Arizona bill on the recall

in the constitution of Arizona. The House very wisely

amended the bill rejecting the recall provision, and then the

President willingly signed the bill. New Mexico quickly seized

the opportunity and was admitted without delay.

The progressive way in which the tariff question has been

treated is more than noticeable. Speaker Clark's tariff plan

is used by attacking the tariff walls with bills dealing with sep-

arate schedules. The Democratic House is pledged to the reduc-

tion of the tariff and through the schedule system they have

reduced the tariff on cotton, wool and metal supplies. Many

steps beneficial to the agricultural class are brought forward in

the farmers' free bill.

In Baltimore, with the atmosphere of progress surrounding

the convention, and the influence of Bryan burning in every

patriotic heart, the Democrats nominated the man of the pro-

gressive hour—Woodrow Wilson, neither backed by political

bosses or money powers, but by a character showing the high-

est ideals of political leadership and ambitions for the onward

pace of democracy. If he is elected, the progressive race will

be centered around his administration which will reach into the

wilderness of political corruption and the shattered rights of

the people coming forth with the wilderness cleared to a field

of pure politics and the shattered rights of the people collected

together in prosperity.

Many States, out of the sentiment of democratic progress,

have sacrificed many brilliant leaders who were blind to po-

litical reform. Texas reduced a splendid and scholarly states-

man to private life because of political corruption. Joe Bailey,

of Texas, was sacrificed because he committed the terrible

crime of betraying the trust of the people to the shining handful

of coins from a big corporation. Sacrifice brings pleasure, and



i6 Wofford College Journal

in the sacrifice of the brilliant Bailey, Texas should enjoy the

pleasure of freedom from the political demagogue, the worst

type of criminals. New Jersey, to show her faith in the pro-

gressive movement, sacrificed Jim Smith, Jr., a traitor to his

people's trust, for a man of stern leadership backed by Wood-
row Wilson, the ideal of that State. All eyes are turned to

corrupt New York! Will she take courage and join the pro-

gressive democracy by sacrificing "Boss" Murphy and the in-

fluence of the corporations?

A progressive party has been launched. Can it be a pro-

gressive party when it is sliced from the heart of the Republican

party, backed by the "bosses" and corporations ? It is a party

backed by the personality of a leader and not with a platform

of sure progress. Leadership has been shown in the Democrats,

the already pathfinders and makers of progress.

Progress is the question, and the people are already looking

into the ambitions of the three parties. The Republicans,

backed by political bosses and corporations ; the Progressives,"

backed by the personality of a single man; and, too, the Demo-

crats, already, showing leadership in this struggle, backed by a

platform of sure progress and guided by a man politically clean,

progressive in leadership and tinged neither by the brass of

currupt corporation money nor by the vile finger prints of po-

litical bosses, but ever realizing the trust of the people—Wood-
row Wilson.

*

WARRRN ARIAL, 'l6.

// the world were filled with jezvel^

If the world were filled with pearls,

So each man could take his choice,

I would choose your golden curls;

Not of wealth do I desire—
Not of diamonds nor rubies—

But a gentle little maiden

With her soft and dreamy eyes.
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// the world were filled with kingdoms,

And each man could choose a throne,

I would choose a little cottage

With my darling there alone;

Then I'd be a mighty monarchy

King of all that I desire,

With my queen upon my bosom

Playing Love's sweet tender lyre.

If the world were but a garden

Filled with flowers that are rare,

Tended by God's own kind angels

I would seek my distant share

;

There I'd take my dearest darling

Into some small forest fair,

And I'd build my little kingdom,

She my queen, and Love our peer.

*

SmitMeld's Cotton Phmgt
Early in the winter of 19— the farm papers of the South

were full of news about the so-called conspiracy of the cotton

mills of the world. According to reports, apparently reliable,

the mills had been organized as one business, with one execu-

tive counsel, and that counsel had determined that there would

be no more competition among the mills in buying cotton. They

had, therefore, established a brokerage department, whose bus-

iness it would be to buy all cotton, and thus each mill, accord-

ing to the newly-adopted plan, would receive its allotted share

without competition. Everyone knew that the farmers had to

sell their cotton, so the mills, per their plan, would be able to

absolutely dictate their own prices.

As a matter of fact, the association was so sure of its pur-

pose that it announced early in December that all cotton of the

next year's culture would be bought at ten cents, and it ordered

its buyers to offer ten cents and no more.

The farmers were alarmed, and hastily prepared petitions

were sent to State legislatures, but concerted action could not

be obtained. In despair, many farmers refused to plant cotton
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at all, and the Southern lands were sowed in wheat, corn and

other grain. This immediately aroused the Western farmers

to their danger, for they saw that with Southern competition

their grain crops would be well-nigh worthless as far as profits

were concerned. They therefore allied themselves with the cot-

ton farmers, but this additional strength was offset by the fact

that the wheat buyers had allied themselves to the mill men.

Although the National Congress was appealed to by the farm-

ers, nothing was done, and the slowness of the court rendered

them of no avail.

Spring came and with it the estimates of the growing crop.

From three to five million bales were the government figures,

and the mill owners, with ten-cent cotton in sight, saw huge

profits ahead for them. They made contracts ahead, and the

mill magnates became the envy of the lesser financial hogs of

the world.

Almost mystically, on the eve of the buying season the secre-

tary of State of each cotton State announced the issuance of

charters to Smithfield & Co., cotton buyers. However, in the

cotton villages the new firm was not yet represented, and al-

though efforts were made, nothing could be discovered of the

officers of the new corporation.

The cotton began to come in. The mill trust announced the

purchase of one million bales at ten cents. The day of this,

announcement was one of excitement in the South. Mass meet-

ings indignantly denounced the steal, and mobs more effec-

tually began to burn the cotton as soon as it was bought by the

mills. On the next morning two thousand Southern towns

awoke to find offices occupied, and over the doors were printed

in bold, black letters "Smithfield & Co., cotton 12 1-2 cents/*

Ten million farmers heard the joyful news, and for a month

the trust was out-offered by two and a half cents. Then the

trust met the raise, even exceeded it, and thirteen cents was

offered for cotton.

The next morning Smithfield's doors had changed, and lo,

the price was fifteen cents. The farmers seemed overjoyed ; the

trust appeared beaten. For the rest of the season, the trust
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did not meet the advance, and late in December Smithfield an-

nounced, through his local agents, the purchase of four million

bales, and declared that the mills would soon shut down, as they

had bought only five hundred thousand bales.

Nevertheless, the mills ran on, and cotton mill men smiled

when questioned how. The people began to think themselves

betrayed, but at length an announcement of Smithfield told

them that the mills had stored on hand an emergency supply

of cotton, and at the present time they had enough to run

them until the next crop was in. He told them that his four

million bales were untouched, but that the trust expected to

break his power before the next buying season by forcing him

to hold his enormous cotton supply, representing millions of

capital, in idleness. "I am prepared to do it," he said, "but you

must not sell any cotton to the mills. If you do I will have to

sell my four million bales and then cotton will go begging at

four cents. Raise as much as you can this year; I want it at

fifteen cents."

The farmers trusted Smithfield, and again cotton was king.

Field after field was replanted, and the mill buyers laughed

derisively, for they said it would take a billion dollars to

finance the crop. They inwardly determined to run their mills

until their emergency supply gave out, and then—why then, if

necessary they would shut down until there was only enough

time left to fill their contracts. After that there was no if?

—

every man knew that if Smithfield could hold out for that time

the cotton mill scheme would break. Then there would be a

scramble for cover, and the mill men shuddered in their sleep

when they thought of what might happen.

The summer came again and always the door of Smithfield

& Co. bore the legend, "Fifteen cents." The mills ran on. A
twelve million bale crop was announced, but Smithfield bought

on. The trust was becoming alarmed.

At a meeting held in the following October, with eight mil-

lion bales sold to Smithfield & Co., according to their reports,

the president of the trust declared that the mills must enter the

field and attempt to buy the remaining bales. Immediately the
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mills offered twenty cents for cotton. The next morning the

doors of Smithfield & Co. were closed ; the curtains were down.

Three days later they reopened and the trust price had been

met. So thoroughly was the faith of the farmers in Smithfield

that he was successful in buying almost the entire remaining

bales.

November 15th found the mills closed. Around the world,

save in India, where the mills had been supplied with Indian

cotton, the spindles had stopped. In India the mills had bought

up all the cotton and American and English mills could get

none there.

By the first of February the trust was beginning to disin-

tegrate. On March the first Smithfield announced the sale of

one million bales to Southern ex-members of the trust, at thirty

cents. The Northern mills gave up next. Smithfield issued a

statement declaring that he still held 15,000,000 bales. He de-

clared that the mills could get them at thirty cents.

The action of the American mills broke the trust, and the

stampede to cover came. By the first of April Smithfield an-

nounced the sale of twelve million bales. The next statement,

issued on the first of May, asserted that he held no cotton. He
furthermore announced that he would soon issue a statement,

showing how things had been done.

A statement soon came. He first stated that some cotton had

been bought for less than fifteen cents, but that if those farmers

would present themselves at his offices his representatives would

pay them the difference that was due them. He informed the

farmers, furthermore, that he was no longer in the market for

cotton, but that if no one else offered them fifteen cents for

their cotton he would come back into the market and buy it

from them.

He showed that his total purchase of cotton in the two years

had cost a little over a billion, and he stated that his sales had

netted two and a half billions. The expense of selling and buy-

ing had been about four hundred millions—interest playing a

large part. He and his associates, he declared, had divided the

remainder.
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As to why he took upon himself the guarantee of the cotton

price is readily explained. He had heard of the formation of

the trust and knew that a small cotton crop would result. Con-

sequently he went among his business acquaintances, both in

America and England, and got up a pool of five hundred mil-

lion dollars, with which they expected to buy up the short crop

before the trust could prepare to outbid them. They expected

to hold the cotton for several months, and then they would sell

at a raise, cleaning up a neat profit.

Just after they had completed the purchase of the cotton

they found out that the mills had on hand what was termed an

emergency supply, which was sufficient to last them for some

time. Knowing that the mills had bought some more cotton

that season, Smithfield immediately informed his associates

that they would either have to hold their cotton and buy up the

iiext year's crop, or else sell out at a decided loss.

They decided to make an effort to raise funds to buy up the

next crop at fifteen cents, and estimating twelve million 500-

pound bales, he figured that they would need $900,000,000 more

from new allies. The financial strain, caused in getting to-

gether this vast sum, had nearly precipitated a panic, but this

had been averted. As soon as the arrangements were made he

had made his announcement advising a large crop.

He said that he had discovered that the mill men had large

contracts ahead, and as soon as this was discovered he had had

no trouble in raising the funds necessary. The mills had made

all their contracts ahead, so they would not have to reduce the

price of finished goods when the price of the raw material was

forced down.

Sure of this, he had gone ahead and made his arrangements,

but when the mills offered twenty cents he had been unpre-

pared for it. At the same time a rumor had gained ground that

the mills had succeeded in canceling their contracts. He feared

they would, and for three days closed his offices until he could

find out. If the contracts had been cancelled he and his asso-

ciates would have been ruined, and as he reasoned, there wasn't
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any use in buying the remainder of the crop if the mills had

been successful in cancelling their contracts.

Luckily the contracts could not be cancelled, because the price

of the finished goods had shot upwards, and the merchants who
had contracted with the mills found out that they would make
fortunes by forcing the mills up to the contracts, which they

had made in expectation of ten-cent cotton.

"Three Facts/'

*

Aurora

Many glist'ning sunbeams

Dash away the night,

Many crystal dewdrops

Sparkle in the light;

Now Aurora rides,

Clad in vesture bright,

And the gloomy shadows

{Sable shades of night)

Vanish helter-skelter,

Hastening their flight,

Seeking other regions—
Places far from light—

But the Dawn pursues them,

Scattering left and right:

Thus Aurora triumphs

O'er the shades of night.

D. L. E., '13.

*

The Twentieth Century Call to the South

(c. M. EARLE, JR., '13.)

While creation moves toward "that far off divine event,"

the "increasing purpose" of the ages demands of each century

its contribution to humanity. In the history of our own race

each age has solved its own peculiar problems, has given im-

petus to the stream of civilization. Even the dark ages, the

period of seeming inactivity, preserved the knowledge of the

past, and thus prepared the way for the great awakening in the
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period of the Renaissance and of the Reformation. The eigh-

teenth and nineteenth centuries have given the race material

prosperity through science, discovery and invention. What

is the twentieth century's call? At present the thinking world

unites in the endeavor to raise the standard of the race. In

this we, the people of the South, have our part ; for although

conditions here have not come nearly to so deplorable a state

as that which exists in the North, the rapidly increasing com-

plexities in civilization and in the vital questions of life demand

immediate action. How are we to answer this call ?

Following the example of all the other states, the last

General Assembly of South Carolina took a stride in this

direction by the passage of a marriage license law. This law

prevents the birth of a very large number of unhealthy,

deformed, and idiotic children, as it has been shown that the

children of immature parents are seldom normal, but in many

cases diseased, deformed, and afflicted. Such a marriage law

as we now have in most of our states is insufficient ; as it now

is, the only requirement made of the contracting parties, in

order to obtain a license, is that they be of legal age. What we

need is a law to prevent the marriage of illiterates, idiots,

criminals, or of people having any heritable disease. In one

state, laws have been passed requiring a thorough medical

examination, and unless the person standing can pass, he or

she is not given a license to marry. Illinois, Connecticut, and

two other states have gone further and, in some cases, render

the criminal sterile to prevent him from reproducing his kind.

Actual experiment has shown that the children of criminals

are the criminals of the following generation, the children of

idiotic parents are idiots, and that those whose parents have

venereal diseases, in almost all cases, are affected in the same

way. With as many criminals and idiots as we now have

among us, the call is upon us to take immediate action.

Should we get our marriage laws perfect, another very great

obstacle would have to be removed before very much could

be accomplished in the interest of humanity. The open

brothel, as it now exists, is one of the most menacing evils of
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the time. It is more horrible because it is patronized by both

the married and the unmarried. A man, married under the

most strict marriage laws, might go to one of these places and

contract diseases which he would carry to his pure, innocent

wife, and for which she and her children would have to suffer.

It is alarming to think of the enormity of this immorality which

every day drags so many, both men and women, to the depth

of ignominy and shame. People are beginning to realize that

this is not a "necessary" evil, and that the brothel and its ilk

must be eliminated from our midst. But to eliminate it is to

be the greatest struggle we have ever attempted because of the

number and character of people who support it.

Then enters the financial question. In this great commercial

age everything depends on money
;
people are willing to do any-

thing to get money and the things to be had with money.

Girls, who have not had the luxuries of life, come to the place

where they feel that they would be perfectly happy to go and

do as they see their more wealthy friends doing. And to do
this finally pursuade themselves or are pursuaded by some
agent of the white slave traffic to enter houses of ill fame, and

there throw themselves upon the altar of shame.

The way people feel toward those whom they know to have

been engaged in this horrible sin, and because the guilty per-

sons know how they are looked down upon, even by their own
relatives, they have not enough courage to step out and redeem

themselves, on account of the humiliation to which they would

be subjected. In this instance the government alone could

not be successful; it will require the help and co-operation of

each and every citizen. The law will throw these outcasts in

our midst, and we must put forth all of our efforts to help and

encourage them, and keep them from engaging in this nefar-

ious practice.

Hand in hand with the brothel goes the liquor problem.

With the disappearance of liquor, it will not be so hard to put

the segregated districts under law. In two hundred and thirty-

six disorderly saloons recently investigated in Chicago by the

Vice Commission, the aggregate annual profit was $4,307,000.
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The sale of liquor can be traced all along the line in connection

with the white slave traffic and is no less disastrous from the

point of view of the young men than of the girls. The whole

trouble starts with intoxicants. Take for instance the cheap

dance hall and just think of the number of poor, tired, innocent

girls who are at first danced with, then persuaded to drink and

become intoxicated, and after that, being in an intoxicated

condition, submit to things which ruin them for life, plunge

them to depths from which they almost never rise. Then say

that intoxicants should be allowed to be sold—it is pre-

posterous !

In our effort to uplift the race, to provide laws for universal

protection of life and happiness, laws that will encourage

higher life, we can not fail to mention the need for creating

and maintaining a stronger, better, more efficient citizenship.

How is this to be done? How are we to help the citizen and

through him the State? Is not the best means to this end

education? The State is what the citizen makes it. If we are

to have laws to bring about the ends to which we are striving

to attain, we must have an intelligent citizenship. If the voter

refuses to become intelligent, then the State must, in self-de-

fense, compel him to accept an education. For the same reason,

the State should offer to her citizens the best possible educa-

tional opportunities. Let us hope that the South will im-

mediately arouse to the urgent need of this, that she will de-

mand efficient teachers and will accept no others, and that her

school laws shall be exacting.

Surely if we would raise the standard of life we must in-

spire the race with the idea that life is worth living. May
the time soon come when economic conditions may be so

arranged that the laboring man may enjoy every day some

leisure time. To do this would not seriously affect the large

industries, if the operative could be made more efficient; if he

worked in better spirits, he would accomplish just about as

much in fewer hours as he does now. The grade of work

done by him would more than make up for the difference, for

when a man feels that he is a mere tool his work can not be
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of the highest class. This is only when the laborer is working

not with the fee in view but for the sake of his work. By giv-

ing leisure time to this class, the laborer will feel the joy of

living, and noble traits will be developed by this leisure, well

employed by the growing laborer.

When these results are accomplished, will the South not

have made a noble contribution to the uplift of the life of

a humanity rushing to "that sure goal" ? Will not the twen-

tieth century have heard its call ?

*

Mother

The world is full of doubt and dread,,

And hope's bright flame is burning low;

Then youth's ambition hangs its head,

And I need you.

You comfort me with words of love,

Fan bright the flame of hope,

Inspire ambition, courage, faith,

When thou art near.

When rugged is the way and steep

And life an uphill pull,

Then nobler passions seem to sleep,

And I need you.

You straighten out the tangled way,

Make smooth the rugged path,

The darkest night is brightest day

When thou art near.

When morning's sky is dull and grey,

The sun has hid his face,

Then flowers die and fade away,

And I need you.

The horizon clears, clouds pass away—
The sun shines bright agav\%

Flowers bloom in colors gay,

When thou art near.

N. Terro Gater, '14.
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But He Also Dreamt

It was a gala day at Brockton, a little town in lower South

Carolina, which you would all recognize if I called it by its

true name. The State was in the midst of a great political

battle, the greatest in fact since the now famous Blease-Jones

race had stirred the State. Today the Hon. Jas. W. Sheldon,

candidate for governor, was to speak, and Brockton was the

town of his boyhood.

The great excitement of the campaign was due to two causes,

first, because Sheldon was a Brockton boy and the people of

both his town and county felt the paternal interest ;
second, and

greater, because in Sheldon's platform there was a plank calling

for compulsory education. He, as its leading opponent, was

the butt against which the fights of the opponents of the

measure were directed.

The middle-aged people of the town still remembered Shel-

don as a high school boy, although there had been nothing

brilliant in his record. They recalled his going to, and coming

from college, and while he stood high, he had made no great

record there. After finishing college he had settled in a neigh-

boring town, and that was the last Brockton had seen of him.

News had been received, 'tis true, of his entry in the bar of the

State. Rumor also there was that he was making a success at

his profession, but nothing very distinguished had been heard

until two years before the opening of this story. He had been

elected to the House of Representatives, and suddenly the

people of the State discovered the fact that there was a man in

the Legislature named Sheldon, and that his voice was being

raised in favor of compulsory education.

It came as a shock. People had been letting the compulsory

education idea alone, the idea having been classified as ideal in

theory but impracticable to practice as long as the nightmare

of the negro in politics remained so real in the minds of the

people. But the Hon. Sheldon pitched into it exactly one

month after entering the House. He introduced a bill calling

for the compulsory education of every child whose father was

a qualified elector. According to South Carolina's require-
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ments to vote the negro was disfranchised, and accordingly

Sheldon contended that by extending the law only to the chil-

dren of voters, he had eliminated the negro children. The
resolution was lost after a hard fight had been made in its

favor by the author.

The next year when the Legislature met the fight for com-
pulsory education was counted upon as one of the big things

of the year. - Sure enough it was. Again the House of Repre-

sentatives was the scene of a mighty conflict. The mill villages

of the Piedmont and Western sections of the State were largely

against the measure. Powerful lobbyists of the mill men set

themselves up in Columbia working to oppose the bill. The
cheap labor of the children meant much to the mill owners who
profited by their labor. Still, not all the mill presidents were
against it—some saw the logic that "the more enlightened the

laborer the better his product." In the main, however, the

mill owning class was against the bill.

The mill workers themselves lined up against the measure.

Many of them were ignorant and either were jealous enough

not to want their children to rise above them, or were selfish

enough to begrudge the loss of their children's support if they

went to school. The well-to-do farmers of the low country

were in favor of the bill, but many farmers opposed it because

at times labor was scarce, and the children would be needed on

the farm. The line in the State was closely drawn and the

fight was sharp. Finally a vote was taken. When the clerk of

the House announced the result, the bill had been defeated by

five votes. Several weeks after the bill had been defeated the

Hon. James Sheldon, author of the Sheldon bill, announced his

candidacy for the office of Governor, which would be vacant.

In his announcement he said : "The first and most important

plank in my platform shall be the compulsory education of all

children. South Carolina's stand in education is a disgrace.

I come out, therefore, for State-wide compulsory education,

without regard to whether the child be a child of a voter or not.

The position taken that education will harm a portion of the

population is erroneous. Education is the pathway of prog-
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ress." The contesting interests brought out an opposition can-

didate, and during the summer the campaign waxed hot.

The chief issue was the revised Sheldon bill. The opposition

candidate pointed out that under this new interpretation of the

Sheldon bill all children, white and black, would be forced to

attend school. He went on to show that at present the only

thing keeping negroes from voting was the educational qualifi-

cation which they could not fulfill, and he declared that "the

revised Sheldon bill, applying as it does to both white and black

children, gives the negro participation in the ballot box, and is

the first move towards social equality." He was hailed by his

partisans as the defender of the whites.

On the other hand Sheldon declared that his bill did not

mean the participation of the negro in the ballot box, for he

said "with white officers enforcing the truant law you may rest

assured that the negro children will not be brought to school as

strictly as will the white children." However, he said that

his candid opinion and his regard for honesty led him further

to say, that even if the law would send the negro to school, he

favored it. No race was ever created that education could not

improve. "It is high time," he declared, "that the white people

of South Carolina stopped measuring themselves by the negro,

and cease being satisfied to keep ahead of him. Let the negro

understand clearly that this white man's country will be ruled

by white men, and do not let a political nightmare stand in the

way of enlightenment and progress." Throughout his speech

was a ringing appeal for education and this was the basis of his

every campaign utterance.

Nor was he alone in the fight. Prominent educators sided

with him, and the fight came to be between education and ig~

norance, progress and retrogration. College presidents took

the stump, lending all their oratory and keenness to the fight.

When Sheldon arrived at Brockton there were only two days

before the election. He came and from the court house

steps made an impassionate plea to the people of his native

county to stand behind him in his effort to uplift the State. It

was a great meeting. A big majority present were favorable to
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the measure and never had Sheldon spoken so eloquently and

earnestly for his cause—but as we are more concerned with

what happened after he had finished we will omit his speech.

Complete reports of it can be found in any of the papers of

that time if you want it.

While Sheldon was speaking he noticed in the edge of the

crowd an auto, in which a man and two ladies—one plainly his

wife—were sitting. As Sheldon spoke one who noticed closely

saw him more than once turn his eyes towards these listeners,

and whenever the crowd applauded, if one had looked towards

the auto, the lady there always applauded with them. But the

speaking was over and Sheldon surrendered himself to the

reception committee, and while he stood upon the steps hun-

dreds of men and women whose names were as familiar to him

as his own shook his hand. Finally the occupants of the auto

approached.

The chairman of the reception committee announced Mr.

Norman P. Woods and Mrs. Woods, together with their sister,

Miss Morton, to the speaker, and they passed on, giving way
to others who were waiting. Those nearby noticed the look of

recognition sweep over their faces. Sheldon and Miss Morton

grasped hands momentarily after the introduction, and a close

observer would have noticed that the Hon. Sheldon seemed just

a trifle paler as he reached for her hand, but, of course, that

was due merely to the strain of the day.

*J» s{c *Jc ijc 5|c 5|c sjc

The Hon. James W. Sheldon was very reminiscently inclined

that afternoon as he lay back in a chair after dinner was over.

Politics for the while was far away as he slowly lighted his

cigar and made himself comfortable once more. Yes, he was

musing to himself, it was the same old town. True, those trol-

leys were rather recent and most of the big stores he didn't rec-

ognize, but there was the same old court house from whose

steps he had listened with admiration to other politicians in his

boyhood days. One by one familiar landmarks caught his eye

«—far off over the fields a light gray mist rising among trees

told him that the river still flowed, and he was once more
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plunging in its cooling waters, or fishing alongside its shady

banks. And there—far off between the buildings that rose be-

tween—he could see the tower of the old school house, where

he had begun his education and where (for the first time that

day, at least since dinner—the Hon. Sheldon grew romantic)

he had first loved. It had been long ago, but he could easily

call back sweetened memories of his first sweetheart. He re-

membered her well—not very pretty, perhaps, but beautiful in

his eyes, especially when she let her hair fall behind in one long

switch which she wore thrown over one shoulder. Many an

incident came to him, and although he had known many a girl,

none had ever impressed him like Bessie Morton.

He couldn't help but wonder whether or not the old feeling

didn't occasionally stir within her, as it did in him. He won-

dered if by some chance a memory of the bygone days had not

helped her, as well as himself. When the fight for compulsory

education was waxing the hottest, when his enemies were plot-

ting to dishonor him—it was only a memory that saved the

day. If the opposition had only trapped him, and they almost

succeeded. She was very pretty—the thing miscalled a woman

that they used. She used all the powers of the fabled sirens,

and the Hon. Sheldon almost went under. It was the day of

the Legislative excursion; all day she had thrown herself in

some unexplainable way near him. All day he had been lured

by her charms and invited by her boldness, and as night was

coming and the party about to break up, she came close to him,

and as her eyes gleamed strangely into his, whispered an invi-

tation to him, which in his saner moments he would have

scorned, but now he considered. But out of the dust of a for-

gotten past a vision came floating

:

A young boy was telling a young girl of his ambitious plans

as they walked home from school together. He had told her of

his love and was planning the wonderful things he'd do if she

would only stand by him. Out from the vision he heard a

sweet voice replying softly: "Go ahead, I'll stick to you."

He had gone ahead but the spell was over. Out of the thou-
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sand recollections of a forgotten romance came the one in*

fluential thought—would she stick to me in this? The Hon.
Sheldon was saved. The enemies of compulsory education had
failed to besmirch its champion.

Nor was that the only time. The Hon. Sheldon, still enjoy-

ing the effects of a fine dinner and still thinking of bygone days,

remembered how during the campaign an emissary of the in-

terests approached him. They appealed to his ambition—they

offered him the Governorship unopposed, they offered him
rapid political advances if he wouldn't press the measure. On
the other hand, there was a bitter fight, and maybe after all he

could do more good in other ways that would justify his course.

For a while he hesitated, and again a ghost of a fleeting moment
out of the hidden stores of memory came to him:

It was night. The moon was reflecting its golden brightness

upon the earth below. Sitting on an old bench under a large

oak a young man was talking with a young woman. He was
telling her of the value of a woman's love to a man. He told

her that the successes he wished for only that they would make
the people who loved him proud. She, listening attentively,

had agreed.

The mirage faded, and the sordid emissary of greed again

stood before him, but the spell was broken. The same thought

again raced through his mind. Would this bargain make the

one who loved him feel proud? Once more the enemies of

education failed.

Sheldon was aroused from his reverie by the bell boy. "What,

a note for me ?" he inquired. Already he was tearing it open

:

"Mr. and Mrs. Norman P. Woods would be very glad to have

the pleasure of Mr. Sheldon's company at tea at their home on

Maple street." Would he ? Of course, and a few minutes later

the messenger boy was carrying a note informing the hosts that

Mr. Sheldon would be pleased to do himself the honor.

It was some few hours afterwards. Tea was over and as the

evening was hot it was not strange to see Sheldon and Miss
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Morton sitting on the porch. They were very chummy, it

seemed.

"Yes, I've won much of the success I planned long ago," he

was saying, "but there was always one thing lacking."

"Why, what was that? You had honor and fame—for a

man that is enough. I can't imagine what else you want."

"Are you sure you can't, Bessie ?" His voice sank very low.

"All my dreams were for two, and until tonight I was afraid

there'd be only one to fill them." H. R. S., '13.
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EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT
|

With this issue the newly elected

The New Staff Journal staff takes contol. We have

nothing much in an introductory way to

say. The entire staff feels its responsibilities and believes it will

be able to keep up the Journal's standard. Needless to say,

our closest attention will be paid to our work and we hope to

issue a magazine which will be a credit to Wofford.

But in the beginning there is one word we wish to say about

writing for The Journal. We do not expect to beg anybody

to contribute. The Journal is the property of the students,

and we expect them to help us with it. If they do not we shall

try to do our best without their aid. If, without your assistance,
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we fail to get out a good Journal, consider the fault your own.

There is a general opinion that writing is an awful arduous

and mind-racking ordeal. That's wrong. With practice you

can soon think what to write as fast as you can write it down.

If you have a story, an essay, or a poem, write it down as it

comes to you natural. Don't sit down with a spirit of "touch-

ing-it-up" and murder it. You will find that if you write nat-

ural, but at the same time carefully and considerately, your

contribution will be as good as the man who puts hours and

hours of revision upon it. True, yours may have a few minor

mistakes, but his will have that stilted style which always fol-

lows efforts to be too correct.

As to criticism: We don't ask you not to criticise The
Journal. If there is anything about it that needs criticism, let

us have it. We'd much rather hear one honest criticism than

several sycophantish flatteries. We don't promise always to

adopt your criticisms, but we will at least know that you have

our welfare at heart. In your criticism, however, adopt Ar-

nold's qualification—be disinterested.

One more September morning has

Another Year Begins heard the bell ringing summons; one

more time the college towers have seen

students, new and old, gathering from all directions. It would

require a powerful mind-telescope to discover the feelings con-

tained in the crowd. Joy, hope, ambition, desire, curiosity and

other things may be pictured, but no despair, gloom, sorrow or

doubt. A college boy lives in the future, and what the future

does not hold for him is limited only by the walls of his brain

—

if it has walls.

But while most of us live in the future: fight battles that will

never be fought, make speeches that will never electrify an

audience (all of which is very admirable), let us not forget the

past. Maybe in the past lies buried in forgotten days the mem-
ory of a mother's or a father's death. Don't forget it ; remem-

ber it, and it will help you in the days to come. Maybe a little

closer to reality are the privations that were made and are
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being made to send you to college. Don't, whatever you do,

don't forget that.

While we live in the future during the days of our youth,

remember that when we grow older we shall live in the past.

Take care that by your actions while here you do not lay up

agonies for your riper years.

During the past summer we witnessed a

Our Native State spectacle which we hope we will never

again be called upon to see. There were

two candidates for Governor, and whatever may have been the

merits or demerits of the candidates, this much is certain : in

the eyes of the outside world it was a contest between law and

order and mob rule; between impartial government and "I

stand by my friends ;" between decent conduct and speeches on

the stump and indecency. South Carolina was on trial. It

was the Day of Decision.

The election is over. Whatever may have been the suspicions

of fraud and no matter how good the reasons were for having

them, Governor Blease has been declared the Democratic nom-

inee. The duty for all who think Governor Blease's election a

calamity is to look for the causes. There are many who vote in

the primary who cannot vote in the general election—in the

rush towards universal suffrage, have we gone too far? Are

there not too many voters who are open to the appeal of the

demagogue, who by stirring up antagonism between the classes

is mistaken for a defender of the people's rights ?

What is the remedy? The only hope for our State is com-

pulsory education. The position occupied by South Carolina

in the matter of illiteracy is a shame. A Goveronr of North

Carolina once said: "I thank God for South Carolina. She

keeps North Carolina from being the most illiterate State in

the Union." We are improving, but the progress must be

accelerated.

A college community is the most con-

Wanted-lndepenience servative place on earth. We read of

people who tried to prevent the discov-
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eries of science, such as the forced recantation of Galileo in

reference to the turning of the earth, and think how backward

they were. We read of the time when each religion tried to

convert or destroy all others, and wonder why the people were

so backward as not to get a glimpse of the blessings of religious

freedom. The reason for this reluctance on the part of some to

accept new ideas, and new forms, was not because of aversion

to the new ; but was due to their love for the old—it was due to

the conservative character of most men, who are too cautious

to take any radical step unless forced to do so, or after a long

period of thinking.

Yet when we look back upon these times it is not the thou-

sand or more men who were indefatigable in their efforts to

stamp out the rebellion (for so can any new movement be

viewed by those who wish to stick to the old) that attract our

attention and command our admiration. On the other hand

we are interested in the story of Galileo, of Columbus, Bacon

and Darwin and other pioneers in the field of scientific re-

search. In the religious field the same admiration for the up-

holders of new ideas is apparent. Christ himself was the fore-

runner of a movement altogether contrary to the religion of the

Jews, and Luther, Wesley and all other founders of great

churches or beliefs were in rebellion against existing forms.

If we look beneath the surface there is one necessary quality

that every one of these men had to have—that was "indepen-

dence." And in the term many admirable things are included.

To be independent is to be brave. It is easy to stand with the

crowd, but it takes a brave man to arrive at his conclusions in

the face of a hostile crowd and stay there. Being independent

may not always be the best thing to do, but even when it costs

a man his life, we admire the convictions for which any man
would sacrifice his life rather than desert. These men have

opinions of their own and they hold them, regardless of how
the mob stands, how organized government or even organized

religion stands. They stick.

Being independent does not mean that you should go around

with your opinions on your shoulder like a chip, challenging
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anyone to deny them. It does not mean that you are right and

the other man wrong. Each side has its conscientious advo-

cates, and each side should recognize the honesty of view in

their opponents. Being independent merely means you should

voice your reasoning, regardless of where your friends and ene-

mies stand. Being independent means being honest.

Now, of what interest is a lot of talk about "independence"

to the readers of The Journal. Simply this : In a college the

conservative element is in control—existing forms are adopted

because they are existing forms—in other words, because it's

the custom. Such should not be the case. In your class meetings,

society meetings, or anywhere else, never let your opinions be

moulded by custom, never let it be influenced by the opinions of

your friends, or controlled by any clique or faction. Decide

everything for yourself. Open your eyes, do not believe that

everything here is being run perfectly ideal, or that it is impos-

sible to improve on existing forms. Think for yourself and see

if you can't suggest improvements.

EDITORIAL NOTES

The horrible tragedy at the University of North Carolina

should be a lesson to both faculties and students. Hazing

should be stopped, and for it to go on unchecked is either an

admission of ignorance by the college officials or of their in-

ability to cope with the situation.

The man who goes around wearing fine clothes, immaculate

in appearance, is not always the man inside that his exterior

appearance creates. As the old saying goes, clothes don't make

a man, but they sometimes cover a lot of conceit and hot air,

which thereby passes off as one.

Governor Blease is now busy appointing election commission-

ers. As far as we know—at least in the few counties with

which we are acquainted—only Blease supporters are selected.

Two years from now he'll be running for United States Sen-

ator and maybe they'll help some.
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Among some of the changes made in The Journal may be

noticed the omission of the Alumni Department, and the substi-

tution in its place of the Athletic Department. This change is

made, believing it will add to The Journal as far as most of

its readers are concerned.

Among many other classifications Wofford students may be

divided in two classes—the Dispensables and the Indispens-

ables. The latter are again divided into two classes—whether

they are indispensable in their own minds or in the minds of

other people.

The new Carlisle Dormitory, which has been opened to stu-

dents for the first time this year, is a very beautiful place to

be in. Although expecting something great, its furnishings and

comfort exceeded our expectations.

We have heard of several students leaving a certain college

this year because the hazing was so rough. Yet the president

of that institution publicly declared that there had been prac-

tically no hazing.

When a member of the staff asks you for an article don't

say, "I would write a piece for The Journal, but I just can't

write." That's a good bait for a compliment, but what we want

is an article.
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THE OPENING EXERCISES.

College opened on Wednesday, September the eighteenth. The
instructors seemed pleased with the large number of young

men who filled the Chapel. Dr. Snyder extended to the boys a

hearty welcome, then called upon several of the leading minis*

ters of the city, who briefly expressed their interest in the Wof-
ford boys, inviting them to attend the different churches. Dr.

W. W. Daniel, president of Columbia Female College, was

present and made an appropriate talk. After the announce-

ments as to matriculating, meeting classes, etc., were made, the

boys began hustling around in a business way.

ENROLLMENT.
The enrollment this year is one of the largest in the history

of the College. The Freshman class, numbering in, comes

almost up to the class of 1909, which claims the record with 118

men. The present Senior class is small because the standard

was raised at the beginning of their Freshman year. The fol-

lowing is the number of students by classes: Senior, 40;

Junior, 67; Sophomore, 84; Freshman, in, making a total of

302 in College. Including the Fitting School enrollment, there

are 476 students on the campus.

CLASS ELECTIONS.
Elections have been held in all the classes with the following

results

:

Senior Class—T. B. Humphries, president; J. E. Bethea,

vice-president
; J. G. Kelley, secretary and treasurer ; D. L.

Edwards, poet; C. M. Earle, Jr., historian; J. E. Bethea,

prophet; T. B. Humphries, captain baseball team; L. J. Still-

well, manager baseball team; J. O. Green, captain football
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team ; E. T. Spigner, manager football team.

Junior Class—J. E. Burch, president; T. B. Greneker, vice-

president; S. B. Layton, secretary; M. B. Patrick, treasurer;

D. C. Carmichael, manager baseball team ; W. C. Bethea, cap-

tain baseball team; D. C. Carmichael, captain football team;

J. P. Wharton, manager football team.

Sophomore Class—R. Syfan, president; G. W. Wanna-

maker, Jr., vice-president; H. L. Clinkscales, secretary and

treasurer; J. C. Kearse, manager baseball team; J. B. Frey,

captain baseball team; Wm. Melvin, manager football team.

Freshman Class—L. D. B. Williams, president; C. A. Car-

ter, vice-president; M. T. Williams, secretary and treasurer;

E. Wharton, captain baseball team; C. G. Lucius, manager

baseball team; P. T. Carter, manager football team; R. E.

Lumpkin, captain football team.

The student body election resulted as follows : J. E. Bethea,

president; J. E. Burch, vice-president; G. W. Wannamaker,

Jr., secretary; R. E. Lumpkin, treasurer.

LYCEUM.
Prof. J. A. Gamewell has succeeded in filling out one of the

best lyceum courses that could have been offered this year. Six

numbers are guaranteed, but as a rule eight are given.

Students and the people of Spartanburg have the opportunity

of hearing some of the best speakers and first-class music. The

first attraction, the Chicago Glee Club, is an entertainment

worth attending.

Other attractions assured this year are:

1. Hon. Richmond Pearson Hobson.

2. Laurant, Magician and Company.

3. Dr. Harvey W. Wiley.

4. Kellog-Hornes Company.

5. Judge George D. Alden.

FACULTY CHANGES.
Prof. A. M. DuPre, who has been for a number of years

head master of the Wofford College Fitting School, is now one
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of the College instructors. Prof. DuPre is well known among
the College boys, and they welcome him on the campus.

Prof. E. H. Shuler, another new man on the Faculty this

year, is teaching Applied Mathematics. Prof. Shuler is from
Aiken, S. C. After graduating at Clemson College in 1909, he
spent two years in electric work in New York. He returned to

his Alma Mater last year, where he assisted in electric work.
We wish for Prof. Shuler a successful stay as a Wofford in-

structor.

Prof. Peebles, who has taught Applied Mathematics here for

the past four or five years, is now professor of Applied Mathe-
matics at Emory College.

Prof. W. W. Mooney is taking his Ph. D. degree at Princeton

University. The students miss Prof. Mooney on the campus
very much, especially those who are readers of Cicero and
other Roman writers of "Quaint and curious volumes of for-

gotten lore."

THE JAMES H. CARLISLE HALL.
Every student in College is pleased with the new dormitory.

Only Freshmen and Sophomores are accommodated, but the

boys from the two upper classes were anxious to get rooms in

it. Every convenience is furnished—electric lights, steam heat,

bath rooms—everything is handy and comfortable. One hun-

dred and fifty-five boys room in the building and one hundred
and eighty take meals in the dining hall. There is no faculty

restriction whatever over the boys. Each student is placed on
his honor as a man to act as such. The dormitory students

elected a president, Mr. G. H. Hodges, the only Senior in the

building. He is assisted by an executive committee and nine

monitors. The duty of each monitor is to report to the presi-

dent any misconduct that happens on the floor assigned to him.

The matter is then looked into by the president and the execu-

tive committee and turned over to the Faculty. So far this

system of student government has been carried out with much
better success than the Faculty management could ever attain.

The boys are brought into closer touch with each other. They
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know and are known, which is one of the finest things of a

dormitory life.

Mr. L>. L. Betts, a graduate of 1910, who has been teaching

in the Carlisle Fitting School since he finished college, super-

intends everything in connection with the dormitory. Mr. Betts

is characterized by a business ability that will mean success in

the affairs of the Carlisle Hall.

DID YOU KNOW- ?

It sounds out of place to the college boy, when he hears an

old graduate express his desire to be back on the campus. Yet

every man who has gone through four long years of college life

likes to visit the old campus. A good number of the fellows

who finished last June were back on a visit at the opening of

college. We are always glad to see the old boys.

J. L. Glenn, of the class of 1912, and I. B. Penney, of the

class of 1910, are teaching in the Fitting School this year.

E. L. Horger, who graduated in 1910, stopped over on the

campus on his way back to the University of Maryland, where

he is taking a medical course.

W. O. Tatum, of the class of '11, was on the campus several

days ago.

An alumni association of the Wofford Fitting School boys

who are now in College has been organized, with J. T. Monroe,

president; W. W. Steadman, vice-president; L. S. King, secre-

tary ; R. E. Lumpkin, treasurer.

Mr. W. W. Jenkins, Jr., who was elected business manager

of both The Annual and The Journal for this year, did not

return to college. J. T. Monroe was elected business manager

of The Annual and J. C. Hyer business manager of The

Journal.

JOKES—WANTED.
Prof. R.—Mr. Muldrow, name the four Gospels.

Muldrow—Peter, Leviticus, Jude and Revolutions.
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Prof. Clink—Mr.
, where are you from?

Freshman—Prof., I answered unprepared.

Styx, at the Southern depot—Say, John, does this divison of
the Southern go to or come from Atlanta?

Fresh in Pete's Cafe—Brink me some peas and rice.

Waiter—We are out of 'em.

Fresh—Bring me some cheese and crackers.

Soph. Merchant—I had to "snag" it to the Fresh Reception.

Fresh Nichols—Say, boys, what is the horse laugh ?

Chick Chapman—I know this hat doesn't look good on me,
but I have to keep in style.

Fresh Medlock—Say, fellows, how many does it take for a
Freshman quartette ?

Wanted, to know if the Sophomores have succeeded in get-

ting Prof. Betts to dance.

Mr. Hodges wants to know if the speed of the Freshmen in

going through the halls of the new dormitory is due to the slick

polished floors ( ?).



EXCHANGE DEPARTMENT
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As we take up our duties as editors of this department we

wish to send greetings and best wishes to our exchanges. We
are resolved to keep on good terms with them, not by flattery

or false praise, but by impartiality and fairness to all ; and we

hope that our relations shall be both pleasant and mutually

profitable. As editors of college magazines we are bound to-

gether by a unity of purpose and endeavor, which finds expres-

sion in the exchange department. This is the channel through

which reciprocal benefits flow; and the freer this channel is

kept from such obstructions as prejudice, jealousy, partiality

and unfairness, or injustice in any form, the freer will this alter-

nating current flow. No intentional harsh or unjust criticism

shall come from our pen ; but we shall always keep in mind the

high purpose of this department, and shall endeavor to give

our exchanges the benefit of interested but unbiased criticism.

We feel our responsibility and realize our inability to do jus-

tice to this department; nevertheless, it is with a feeling of

delight that we enter into this work and we expect to derive a

great deal of pleasure from it.

CLIPPINGS

SUBTRACTION.
Aunt Dorothy—How many commandments are there,

Johnny ?

Johnny (glibly)—Ten.

Aunt Dorothy—And now suppose you were to break one of

them?

John (tentatively)—Then there'd be nine.
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CAPITAL.

Distressed Mother—John ! John ! Baby has swallowed my
latchkey

!

Absent-Minded Father—Never mind, dear; use mine.

NOT A POET.

He—I can't decide whether to go in for painting or poetry.

She—Weill, if I might advise you, painting.

He—You've seen some of my pictures, then?

She—No, but I've heard some of your poems.

WRITTEN ON A WINDOW AT CHESTER.
The church and clergy here, no doubt, are very near akin,

Both weather-beaten are without, and empty both within.

—Jonathan Swift (1667-1745.)

A SONG OF ACTION.
"The wagon sticks its tongue out

When the wood begins to shed,

And the bell rings down the curtain

When the bed stands on its head

;

The table tries to cross its legs,

The carpet always lies

—

Meanwhile the new potato

Is making goo-goo eyes."

GOOD ADVICE.
"Oh, my!" exclaimed the excited woman who had mislaid

her husband. "I'm looking for a small man with one eye."

"Well, ma'am," replied the polite shopwalker, "if he's a very

small man, maybe you'd better use both eyes."

COME DOWN.
"I see there is a professor at Yale who declares that fruit is

just as healthy eating with the skin on as it is peeled."

"Gee ! I'd like to see someone start him on a diet of pineap-

ples."
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"Can we duet?" asked the tenor,

"Can we sing the song before us

—

Can we do as they rechoir ?"

And the answer was, "Of chorus."

HIS OWN BOSS.

"Why is a trombone player the most independent of all

musicians ?"

"Because, if he don't like his job he can let it slide."

STILL IT WOULD BE NOISY.
Child—What's a stag party, mamma?
Merry Widow—A party where there are only gentlemen,

dear.

Child—And what do you call a party where there are only

ladies? ^

Merry Widow—I should call it a stagnation party.

WOULD YOU?
Judge—Pat, I wouldn't think you would hit a little man like

that.

Pat—Suppose he called you an Irish slob ?

But I'm not an Irishman.

Suppose he called you a Dutch slob?

But I'm not a Dutchman.

Well, suppose he called you the kind of a slob that you are?
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Having gotten courses arranged and schedules fixed, the at-

tention of all is now turned to athletics. All the boys are very

enthusiastic and it is believed that WofTord is entering upon her

most successful year in athletics. The 'varsity teams put out this

year will be a baseball team, a basketball team, a "gym" team,

a track team and a tennis team.

BACKING THE MANAGEMENT.
The newly-elected manager of our baseball team, J. A.

Chapman, Jr., has put in some work. He was in the matric-

ulation room while the boys were registering and was suc-

cessful in getting most of them to pledge $1.50, payable any

time before the first of December. The way in which this call

was responded to is very encouraging and it is hoped that every

man has been seen. In case anyone has been overlooked it is

hoped that he will look the manager up and pledge $1.50 as

the others have done. Let us show that we are backing our

management in every way.

CLASS BASEBALL.
The class baseball games have aroused much interest on the

campus. The five teams participating in these games will rep-

resent each class in college and one from the Fitting School.

The teams are practicing hard and it is certain that good ball

is going to be played.

The officers of the various teams are: Senior, manager, L.

J. Stilwell; captain, T. B. Humphries; Junior: manager, D.

C. Carmichael; captain, W. C. Bethea. Sophomore, manager,

J. C. Kearse; captain, J. R. Frey. Freshman, manager, C. G.

Lucius ;
captain, W. C. Wharton.

By having these games played the management will have an
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idea what material there is in college and it will be much more

easy to get them to try for the college team next spring.

The schedule for these games is as follows :
Tuesday, Oc-

tober I, Soph. vs. Fresh; Wednesday, October 2, Juniors vs.

Fighters; Thursday, October 3, Seniors vs. Fresh; Saturday,

October 5, Juniors vs. Soph ;
Monday, October 7, Fresh vs.

Fighters ;
Tuesday, October 8, Seniors vs. Sophs

;
Wednesday,

October 9, Juniors vs. Fresh ;
Thursday, October 10, Seniors

vs. Fighters; Saturday, October 12, Sophs vs. Fighters; Tues-

day, October 15, Seniors vs. Juniors.

INTER-CLASS FOOTBALL.

After the class baseball season some class football games

will be played. Although Wofford does not have intercolle-

giate football, the boys are very much interested in the sport.

Already the teams are practicing and will be in shape for the

first game. It is the desire of all the players to get on one of

the championship teams. One of these teams is chosen from

the Senior and Freshman teams and the other from the Junior

and Sophomore teams. The game will be played on Thanks-

giving Day.

TENNIS TOURNAMENT.
Many of the boys are getting ready for a tennis tournament.

In this tournament men are to be selected to represent Wof-

ford, both in singles and doubles, at the State tennis meet this,

fall. Our represenatives made an excellent showing last year

and it is hoped that the men who are sent this year will bring

back all honors with them.

Other teams will get to work later and there will be some-

thing of interest all the year.

Boys, let us do all in our power to make athletics a success

this year!
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WELCOME NEW MEN!
In behalf of the Young Men's Christian Association of Wof-

ford College, the editor of this department extends to each and
every one of you a most cordial welcome into our midst. You
have come to share with us the enjoyment of a rare advantage,

a great privilege—that of being a college man. As you enter

WofTord College pause to consider with deliberation the high
value of the opportunity which lies out before you. The first

year is a most important one. The habits acquired, the friend-

ships formed by a student during this year, are usually thft

same for the remaining sessions of his college career. With
new surroundings and enviroments you, as new students, will

be confronted with many trials and temptations. As an in-

stitution which stands for the highest, noblest side of this life,

for pure, Christian manhood, the Y. M. C. A. stands ever ready
to aid and support you in all of your problems and difficulties,

while each and everyone of you is most cordially invited to

become a member of this Association.

THE ANNUAL Y. M. C. A. RECEPTION.
On Friday evening, September the twentieth, the annual Y.

M. C. A. reception to the new men was held in the Carlisle

Memorial Building, the handsome, recently completed home of
the Wofford students. Beginning at eight-thirty o'clock, the
first year classmen were received in the spacious lobby and in-

troduced to the professors and their wives. They were next
conducted to the dining hall, where the pleasure was afforded
them of meeting a goodly number of Spartanburg's most at-

tractive young ladies. Delicious refreshments were served
during the evening, and every effort was put forth to make
the new men feel that we, as older students, are indeed glad
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to have them in our midst. This reception was, in every re-

spect, one of the most successful ever held at Wofford.

FIRST MEETING OF ASSOCIATION.

The first regular meeting of the Association convened Fri-

day evening, September the twenty-seventh. The program

consisted of brief talks by representatives in the interest of the

work to be done in their respective departments. The attend-

ance was somewhat large, and close attention was paid each

speaker. A few men offered their services in response to the

call for local mission workers, while several applied for mem-
bership. The prospects are very encouraging for a most suc-

cessful year with the Association.

THE HAND BOOK.
The hand book for this year is of a very attractive style.

Much care was exercised in its preparation, and to the editor,

Mr. Hugo Sims, is due a lot of credit. This booklet is issued

annually by the Y. M. C. A., and contains much valuable infor-

mation concerning every phase of college life. A copy should

be in the possession of every student.



ADVERTISING TALK NO. 1.

Mr. Merchant:

—

There are over three hundred students at

WofTord College, whose combined expendi-

tures in Spartanburg amount to nearly $100,-

000. Do you want their trade?

Mr. Student:

—

The advertisers in the following pages help

you in issuing this magazine. It is only right

that we patronize those who advertise in Wof-

ford publications.

"Wofford Students Patronize Wofford Advertisers."



AVERTISEMENTS

THE EDUCATED BOY IS THE MAN OF THE
FUTURE.

Banking knowledge is a strong factor of that education. Litera-
ture and business make a winning combination. Deposit your money
in the FIRST NATIONAL BANK and make it your business head-
quarters.

The FIRST NATIONAL BANK appreciates in the highest sense
possible WOFFORD COLLEGE and her sons and STUDENTS.
EVERY ONE OF ITS OFFICERS AND EMPLOYEES HAS AT-
TENDED WOFFORD COLLEGE, and will welcome heartily every
STUDENT who may enter the BANK.

The Bank of Strength, Progress, Courtesy.

FIRST NATIONAL BANK
Capital

Surplus
Stockholders Liability .

.

W. E. Burnett President

J. B. Cleveland Vice-Pres.
A.. M. Chreitzberg

Vice-Pres. and Cashier
3. B. Jones Asst. Cashier
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90,000

500,000
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H. B. Carlisle Attorney
Roy E. Leonard.Head Bookkeeper
W. Frank Klugh Bookkeeper
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We have caught the spirit of the Young Men's wants and

lave provided for them for the coming season a line of Shoes

with all the dash, new curves, and style "kinks" to be had.

"EVERYTHING NEW THAT'S GOOD."

The quality is up, but the prices are just the same.

13.50 $4.00 $5.00 $6.00
The best efforts of the best shoe makers.

5MITH-COPELAND
SHOE COMPANY

Wofford men must trade only with Wofford advertisers.
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We are looking for Young Men. Two or three hundred—who

are working and trying to get a higher

Education—to trade with

HOLMES & JOHNSON
DRUGGISTS

SPARTANBURG, S. C.

GREENEWALD'S
THE LEADING

Clothiers, Hatters and Furnishers
MODERATE PRICES ALWAYS!

GREENEWALD'S
OLYMPIA CAFE

FOR LADIES AND GENTLEMEN
A First-Class Place to Get Something Good to Eat

EVERYTHING CLEAN AND UP-TO-DATE

Private Dining Rooms for Ladies and Centlcmcn
Open Day and Night Look for the Big Electric Sign

Phone 603.
'

M. A. SCUFFOS, Proprietor

142 North Church Street SPARTANBURG, S. C.

'Style Center for Men' A Shop That Always Carries the NEW
—IN—

Furnishings, Hats and Clothing

And One That Appreciates the College

Man's Trade.

BOMAR 6 CRIGLER

Next to Railroad Crossing, East Main St.

NEW

IDEAS

IN EVERYTHING

A

MAN WEARS
,

Firms wanting Wofford trade, advertise in our publications.
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When you want your Gem Junior

ELECTRICAL WORK
SAFETY : RAZORS

done promptly and cor-

rectly, call

Rubberset

SHAVING : BRUSHES

Drill Electric Co.

Eastman Kodaks—Kodak

Supplies

Phone 480 Ligon's Drug Store

Largest Stock of Chandeliers where you are always

and Supplies in town. welcome

K.-W.-N. PHARMACY
"The Quality House"

AND THE PLACE TO MEET YOUR FRIENDS

K.-W.-N. PHARMACY
"ON THE SQUARE"

WORTH LITTLEJOHN

BARBER
5 CHAIRS 107 MAGNOLIA STREET

Hot and Cold Baths Electric Massage

The man who asks for your trade should get it.
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THE QUALITY

of our $4.00 Shoes has gone up!

THE STYLES
are the very newest of the season's approved
styles.

THE PRICE

remains the same—$4.00.

Without a doubt you'll get Four Dollars worth
of shoe satisfaction out of every pair of these good
Shoes. Try a pair and you'll see.

"The Shoe Store"

WRIGHT-SCRUGGS SHOE CO.
126 On the Square. Spartanburg, S. C.

TURNER'S CIGAR STORE
120 EAST MAIN STREET

Cigars and 3©6acc©

EXCLUSIVE AGENTS FOR

Martha Washington Home Made Candy

Make Journal advertisements pay the advertiser.
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THE

DuPre

Book Store

The Largest Book Store in

South Carolina
t9t

9

1

STUDENTS CORDIALLY
WELCOMED

Don't buy from firms which refuse to advertise with you.
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Wofford College
Henry N. Snyder, LL. D., Litt. D., President

Two degrees, A. B. and A. M. All courses leading to the

A. B. Degree. Eleven Professors. Departments: Ethics,

Astronomy, Mathematics (pure and applied), Physics, Chem-

istry, Biology and Geology, Latin, Greek, English, German

and French, History and Economics, Library and Librarian.

The W. E. Burnett Gymnasium, under a competent director.

J. B. Cleveland Science Hall. Carlisle Hall, a magnificent

new Dormitory. Athletic grounds. Course lectures by the

ablest men on the platform, Rare musical opportunities.

Table board $10.00 to $12.00 a month. Next session begins

February 1st. For catalogue or other information, address

J. A. GAMEWELL, Secretary,

Spartanburg, S. C.

WOFFORD COLLEGE

Fitting School
Two dormitories and one class-room building. The dormi-

tories contain 40 bed-rooms. Electric lights and steam heat

in one dormitory. Teachers and matron live in the build-

ings, so that at all times there is a close supervision of the

students. The buildings are on the college campus. The

students take a regular course in the gymnasium, and have

access to the College Library. Expenses for the year, $155.

For further information, address

J. M. STEADMAN,
A. W. HORTON,

Head Masters.

1
i

Spartanburg, S. C.

Wofford Students Patronise Wofford Advertisers.
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Have your clothes made by people who know how as

well as guarantee to give you

Style, Fit and Workmanship
Cleaning, Pressing and Repairing

French Dry Cleaning and Remodeling

A Specialty

W. J. IMICKLES
INDIVIDUAL TAILORING

152 North Church St. Phone 1116

Cannon & Fetzer Co.
NEW GOODS
NEW STORE

HEADQUARTERS NEW FIXTURES

FOR COLLEGE MEN And We are Now Looking

For

Clothing NEW FACES

Furnishings and Hats

The place to buy what you

like, and like what you buy.

When you need Drugs—come

to us. Anything a Drug Store

should have, we have it.

Canion S Fetzer Co.

Heinitsh's Drug Store

131 Morgan Sq. Phone 91

When trading, say you saw this ad. in The Journal.
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WHERE IS YOUR STORE

9
You want the boys' trade. Let them

see where you are located. : : :

ELECTRIC SIGNS
are business getters

SPARTANBURG R'Y., GAS & ELECTRIC CO.

JOHN A. WALKER
—AGENT FOR—

CLAPP, WALKOVER AND JET1LT SHOES

Wofford Boys Always Given a Warm Welcome

TERMS CASH

"THE COLLEGE MAN'S PLACE."

Sanitary Soda Water

CENTRAL DRUG CO.

ALL GLASSES STERILIZED

Wofford men must trade only with Wofford advertisers.
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Bank of Spartanburg

Capital $100,000

We Solicit Your Business

Arch. B. Calvert, Pres.

V. M. Montgomery, V.-Pres.

J. B. Cannon, Cashier.

RAZORS
AND

FINE CUTLERY

Beacham Hardware Go.

THE DOLLAR
SAVINGS BANK.

CAPITAL STOCK $50,000.
The only exclusive savings bank

in Spartanburg. Interest at rate
of 4 and 4^2% paid upon deposits.
Compounded semi-annually.
Give us your savings account.

ARCH B. CALVERT, President.
J. T. JOHNSON, Vice-President.
J. T. BOYD, Cashier.

J. W. WILSON, Asst. Cashier.

AT SPIGEL BROS.
you will find a large selec-
tion of Jewelry, Watches of
every description; also a
large variety of College
Badges and Pins at the very
lowest price

SPIGEL BROS.
Practical Jewelers and Opticians

Students of Wofford College, Consult

DR. CHAS R. GAILLARD

EYE-SIGHT SPECIALIST
(Successor to Drs. Crimm and

Gaillard)
ABOUT YOUR EYES.

No Charge for Examination
Special Discount to Students.

108 North Church Street, Phone
453-
The Best Glasses at a Reasonable
Price. Satisfaction Guaranteed.

For First-Class Groceries

Chapm an
The Grocer

PHONES 92 and 703

A. W. BIBER

Glass Rings Society Pins

FOR ALL EQUIPMENT.

FOR ALL ATHLETICS.

See

JACK CAUTHEN,
AGENT

ALEX. TAYLOR & CO.

Firms wanting Wofford trade, advertise in our publications.



X Wofford College Journal

SAM EKSTEIN

COLLEGE TAILOR

Spartanburg, S. C.

154^ EAST MAIN ST.

A. B. CORRELL

JEWELER

103 E. Main St.

HTTMPS on the head indicate
knowledge BUMPS on the feet in-

dicate ill-fitting, improperly made
Shoes Our Shoes are made over

lasts modeled from the natural foot,

and we know how to fit them.
New Fall Shoes now coming in. We

are always glad to show them.

J. H. LOWE SHOE CO.

CHAMPION SHOE
FACTORY

Largest Shoe Repairing House in the South

SPECIAL RATES TO STUDENTS

113 S. CHURCH STREET PHONE 657

W. M. FREEMAN & SON, Props.

"The man who asks for your trade should get it.
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"Some"

Orchestra THE

GRAND THEATRE
THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL

CATERS TO COLLEGE BOYS

A Change of Program Daily

THE GRAND
ADMISSION

10c
Vote for

Your Girl In

the Contest

LANO OINTMENT
Guaranteed to cure or

money refunded. Try a box
and be convinced. For all

skin diseases.

Lano Ointment Co.

164 N. CHURCH ST.,

At North Side Drug Store.

TAKE YOUR MEALS
—At—

"THE WHITE HOUSE"
The most convenient place

on the Campus.
Terms: $12.50 a month.

See

T. C. HERBERT.

A. LEVIN, Tailor to Men
Who Wear the Best.

113 1-2 E. MAIN STREET,
Over Standard Cloak Co.

We do cleaning, pressing

and repairing on men's gar-

ments.

Specialty—Refitting Men's
Garments.

To Wofford Students.

Visit the stores of the mer-

chants in Spartanburg wheth-

er you are buying or not. We
want to know you.

Spartan Hardware Co.

JOE WHOT,

The Chinese Laundry.

Best Quality in Town.

"All the Boys Trade With

Joe."

Shirt ioc.

Collar 2c

Cuffs 4c.

Undershirts 5c.

Drawers 5c.

Handkerchief 2c.

Ties 2c.

N. Church near Main St.

Make Journal advertisements pay the advertiser.
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The Well Dressed Boys

WEAR

Royal Tailored Suits.

Satisfaction Guaranteed.

Over 500 exclusive fabrics.

Call at Room 18, third

floor.

Carlisle Hall.

For Men Who Care

For Correct Styles

Young Men and Men who

care to dress young, Fit

Right Tailors can give you

more new ideas about your

suit than any tailor in Spar-

tanburg.

Fit Right Tailors will do

your cleaning and pressing by

experienced pressers.

FIT -RIGHT TAILORS

132 MAGNOLIA ST.

'Phone 683.

PETERSON

The PHOTOGRAPHER

College Photos

—

Great Specialty.

S. P. Bell & Co., the pub-

lishers of College Annuals,

says in a recent letter : "Your

photos engrave with less

trouble than any we have

ever used, and are inexpen-

sive to students, as hardly

any retouching at all is re-

quired." The sooner in the

year the Annual photos are

made the better for all con-

cerned.

DRINKS

CIGARS
TOBACCO

BURNETT has everything

you want in these lines.

Fresh Candy a Specialty.

BURNETTS

Don't buy from firms which refuse to advertise with you.



Advertisements Xlll

If You Need

Stationery

Cold Drinks, Pipes, Cigars,

Smoking Tobacco, or a quick

Hot Lunch, go to

Boyd's Grocery

Company
On the corner of the Campus.

WHERE IS

LEMIOND'S BARBER SHOP?
286 Magnolia St., second door

from Southern Passenger Depot,
where I have been doing barber
work for the Wofford Faculty,
Students and the public generally
for more than ten years. I have
an extra fine barber to assist me.
We solicit your patronage.

A. W. LEMMOND,
Proprietor.

Bookkeeping,
Banking and
Shorthand op-

j

en more ave-
nues to success
than any other
training.

W]e teach
everything i n
com. branches.
Great de-

mand for our
graduates.

Spartanburg and Anderson. S. C.

M^Sfu *%u
3 of Operators Needed S^^eT$tCt^$SOr^

Month The most educational and fascinating work there is-—Beautiful catalog And full information Free
-Low tuition - Small expenses - Shortest possible time ^

«^?SK?.?JLudents ^ctu^ experience -Write Now—

^

SPARTANBURG SCHOOL or TELEGRAPHY- SPARTANBURG S C

Wofford Students Patronise Wofford Advertisers.
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STUDENTS, ATTENTION

You are urged to write an essay, story

or a poem for the WofTord College Journal.

Every article published is eligible for the

medals offered at the end of the year.

All articles for the December issue must

be in by November 25. Hand in your con-

tribution to either the Editor-in-chief, the

Literary Editor or the Assistant Literary

Editor.

Help us Issue the Best Magazine in Wofford's History
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LITERARY DEPARTMENT

^ £>. L. Edwards, Editor.

2? T. C. Herbert, Assistant Editor,
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Thanksgiving

Thanks zve give Thee for the

Harvest, Thou the God of Heaven^

And the heavy-loaded orchards—
Noble blessings Thou hast given.

Kindly Thou has filled our barns, and

Sent us show'rs of helpful rain,

Giving us reward for labor

In the sheaves of golden grain,

Vineyard hung with purple clusters;

Indian summer, in her splendor,

Now has tinted tree and bush with gold;

God, to Thee our thanks we render.

Chick, A. D., '13.

*

Love Bequeathed

(M. B. PATRICK, '14.)

It was only three weeks after commencement, but Mrs.

Stanley was already preparing for her niece's visit. Mabel

Neil had just graduated from college and, as had been pre-

viously planned, was to spend the summer with her aunt at

the seashore.

Mabel had been very popular among the girls at her college.

She was not pretty, but she was brilliantly clever. Her eyes

were large and grayish blue. Her hair was light brown and
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she wore it drawn back and tied with ribbon. Her mouth was

large, but her teeth were beautiful and shapely.

The only wonderful thing about Mabel was her voice. She

did not sing, but her speaking voice was so rich and full of

melody, and she possessed such a wonderful power of expres-

sion.

At college she had excelled in all outdoor sports. She was

captain of the basket-ball team and seldom did they ever lose

a game.

She had but one grievance, and that no one at Beachville

ever discovered. She had never been very popular with the

boys, yet secretly she adored them. She supposed all men

were fascinated only by graceful beauty and femininity, and de-

plored her inability to attract them. She was the only girl in

her class who had no photographs, no college trophies, who

got no candy, no flowers, and no fat letters.

She bore all this good naturedly and pretended not to care.

But at heart she really did care. For when Harold Walling

asked permission to take her to drive in the country one after-

noon she was so delighted that she could hardly talk about

anything else during the morning before.

But this drive was to be the beginning of her first real love

affair. Harold drove his new pair of match bays that after-

noon. He noticed they were exceedingly nervous, but

thought they would become quiet after being driven awhile.

However, they grew worse, and made several attempts to run.

Once again they made a dash to run, and seized with severe

fright they flew off down the road and were soon beyond con-

trol. Harold pulled and tugged at the lines, but to no avail.

He spoke to them in coaxing terms and tried in every way to

stop them. He was pale and excited. He was fearing for the

girl, for he knew now he could not stop them.

"Give me the lines, Mr. Walling," she said, reaching to take

them.

She was calm and deliberate. She began speaking kindly tc

the frightened animals. Her wonderful voice was magical in

its effect, and by her coaxing appeals she soon had them com-
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pletely under control. Harold spent the rest of the afternoon in

praising the girl's bravery and her skill in managing horses.

He became worked up to an enthusiasm which was honest and

sincere, and he found himself really in love before they had

reached home.

The next morning found them delightfully happy. To both

the romance of the way in which they had fallen in love ap-

pealed irresistibly. To Mabel because no romance had ever

traveled her way before, nor even threatened her ; to Harold

because he had never dreamed of finding himself in another

love affair.

Hardly a day now passed but that they were together. Some-

times they sailed in Mrs Stanley's boat, or went driving, or

again they would stroll into the woods to gather wild flowers.

It made no difference to them where they went or what they

did. Everything was simply an excuse to get away from

others and be alone with themselves.

One day while they were gathering violets in the garden and

giving to each other, with whispered words of love, Mabel

turned, and looking down the shady walk, gave a sigh.

"Why do you sigh?" he murmured.

"Because I am afraid this cannot last," she said softly.

"But why?" he asked fretfully. "Why are you always say-

ing beautiful things won't last?"

"Because they never do," answered Mabel, who felt as if all

of this was too good to be true.

"But I see no reason why they should not," he cried, "when

we can always live with this love in our hearts."

"Did you know that I shall not be here much longer ?" she

asked.

"O, but I will go with you," he announced fervently.

"My mother is coming tomorrow and she might want me to

go back with her."

"Your mother ; how I shall love her for your sake."

"Harold," she cried
;
"you love beauty so, how can you love

me ? I hate being so ugly."

"Now, my mother," she went on, "is the prettiest little thing
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you ever saw. She is only eighteen years older than I. But
she doesn't look a bit over twenty-five. She is small, with the

most beautiful figure and tiny little hands and feet. And she

has the prettiest brown eyes you ever saw."

"I met a girl like that once at a reception in Washington and
I fell desperately in love with her."

"Why, mother used to attend receptions in Washington—but

you couldn't have met her. You're too young."

"Why did you not follow up this beautiful girl?" she

went on.

"I did for a while," he acknowledged hesitatingly. "But
once when I was suddenly called out West I lost trace of her

and was never able to find her again."

"Sol guess you have been saved for me," said Mabel, loyally.

"Now you must be sure and come again tomorrow. I want
you to meet mama."
"Why, of course, I will be delighted to come," he said. "For

I long for any opportunity to be with you, and then to meet
your mother. I would like to tell her how well her charming
daughter can drive, and how you saved us from a smash-up
that day."

"But you are always praising my ability to drive and man-
age horses

"

"Because that's how I first learned to love you," he said.

"It was your bravery and chivalry that first drew me to you."

The next day, however, Mr. Walling was called suddenly out

of town on some business. He left a note to Mabel saying it

would probably be a day or two before he got back, and he

hoped that she would not leave before he returned.

Mrs. Neil came, but her visit was very short. She could

stay only two days. Mabel, she said, might stay another week.

So the following afternoon Mabel and her aunt accompa-

nied her mother to the station.

"He might come in on this very train," she whispered to her

mother, as she was kissing her good bye.

The train stopped and Mrs. Neil was the first passenger to

be helped aboard. Mabel was looking eagerly. Presently she
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saw him in the car. He was making his way down the aisle

—

when suddenly he stopped short, and she saw an expression

come over his face that, even in his most impassioned mo-

ments, she had never seen before. She followed his gaze and

saw that he was looking at her mother, who, with a fascinating

smile of surprise, was returning the recognition. Then she

saw him take a seat beside her mother. He was talking to her.

And her mother seemed equally ardent and serious in all that

she was saying. Then the train began pulling off. But he

seemed not to realize it. He made no effort to move. She

watched in breathless suspense. But she was sure he had not

gotten off.

Then suddenly the whole thing began to dawn upon her.

Blind and almost stumbling along, Mrs. Stanley led her back

to the machine and took the trembling girl home.

She tried to comfort her niece and told her she was a foolish

girl to think of such things. But the broken-hearted girl would

not listen.

"O Harold," she moaned, as she entered her room and threw

herself across the bed. "Have I been forsaken?—and for my
mother ?"

"It's hard to have my first love so cruelly ended. No, good

things don't last long."

"But she was yours. Hers was the first claim upon you.

And how could you love so hopelessly a plain girl as I am,

when you had once loved my beautiful little flower-mother?"

"Care for her, dear Harold, for she was not meant to stand

up under life's storms like me. Father used to call me his lit-

tie man, and I know I can take care of myself."

Mr. Walling must have returned on the very next train, for

by eight-thirty he was around at Mrs. Stanley's inquiring for

Mabel.

The happy girl confessed how foolish and selfish she had

been.

"Why, Mabel/' he said, "I am grieved at this: How could

my brave, chivalrous little girl think of such a thing?"

"Won't you always trust me now?" he pleaded. "I once
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loved your mother and now for your sake I will always love

her; but, Mabel, all the passionate fondness and love that I

had for your mother she has bequeathed to her daughter, and

henceforth ours shall be a double love. "O, Harold, forgive

me," she cried, as she nestled close up in his arms. "I trust

you now."
*

The Call of the Sea

(D. L. EDWARDS, '13.)

Breakers come a-grounding,

Shells and rocks a-pounding,

Echoes distant sounding,

Dreamily.

Ships at sea a-sailing,

Moonlit shadows paling,

Murm'ring wavelets, wailing
v

Call to me.

Bubbles quickly forming,

On the ocean foaming,

While the ships are homing

O'er the sea.

Distant billows rumbling,

On the waters tumbling,

Sighing low and mumbling,

Call to me.

Crystals bright are beaming,

Radiant sunlight streaming,

Whitecaps distant gleaming,

All for me;

Day in East a-breaking,

Gulls from sleep awaking,

Slumber from them shaking,

Call to me.
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Now the sea-fog, lifting,

Mist-wraiths quickly shifting,

Lets the ships go drifting

Merrily.

Hear the billows surging!

See the waves diverging!

0, the main is urging—
Calling me!

*

The International Peace Movement

(W. C. BETHEA, '14.)

The world of today is confronted by many perplexing ques-

tions, but the greatest question that confronts the nations of

the globe is whether or not there shall be international peace.

This movement has made great strides during the past few

years and is swiftly gaining for itself an inestimable place in

this modern civilization. The day has at last begun to dawn

upon a civilization where the door of peace is fast supplanting

the bloody struggles of military warfare.

Every year the United States, England, France, Germany and

the other nations are spending large sums of money in building

war-ships, constructing fortifications and in keeping up a large

number of navy-yards. The question is asked, why are such

extravagant expenditures made? The only answer that can

be given is, "Be prepared in peace for the times of war."

Now, such an answer is unsatisfactory, for the time has come

when the prosperity of peace is far more desired than the

privations of war, regardless of the principles involved. The

lower classes are very much concerned, because they, as well

as the wealthy, are taxed to support the armies and navies.

They have at last grown tired of the wasteful, barbarous and

cruel ways of military strife, and are now ready to lend their

sympathy and assistance to this great movement. Recently

250,000 workmen in Berlin protested when they were menaced

by the terrible possibilities of war. Capitalists and Socialists,

Financiers and Paupers, although in the past they opposed
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each other bitterly, yet when this important question came
before their minds, all were alike in this opposition to war.

If war had been declared, wages would have been lowered,

the number of working hours would have been lessened and
thus a lower standard of life could have been the only result.

The wishes of the common people generally have an important

effect upon the acts of the rulers, but when the wishes of the

wealthy, the influential and the common people are the same,

and when this is true of every nation, then the only conclus-

ion that can be drawn is that the world is now, not only ready,

but is patiently waiting for international peace.

Our most effective manner of guaging the results of modern
civilization is by comparision.

Let us first compare the military history of Great Britian

from the landing of the Jutes, Angles and Saxons through the

War of the Roses, with the military record of the United

States from the beginning of the Revolutionary War up to

the present time.

In Great Britain war was the rule, while peace was an

exception. The tribes were constantly at war with each other,

and even after they had been joined into one government, the

country was at any time likely to be assailed by sea robbers

and marauders from the North. The Danes under Olaf soon

showed their superiority over the English and established

their line of kings upon the throne. The Normans under

William the Conquerer carried the day at the battle of Has-
tings, and displayed the same superiority in military affairs

that they were to afterwards show in government and law.

From then almost up to our present day, England was con-

stantly at war with the neighboring nations. We now come to

the War of the Roses, a bloody struggle which deprived Eng-
land of the flower of her nobility and inscribed in blood upon
the pages of history the strifes and contentions of two parties

in a great nation.

On the other hand, take the progress and comparatively few
wars of the United States. As a dependent province, tired of

the bonds of taxation, and tired of the burdensome laws of the



Wofford College Journal. 13

mother land, under the leadership of the brave general, George

Washington, ably assisted by the French, she threw off the

yoke of England after a long and severe struggle. Next

followed the War of 1812. Here the United States showed

her great superiority upon the seas and completely vanquished

her assailiant in every conflict. After this followed the War
with Mexico, which was of short duration. Now we come to

the greatest and bloodiest struggle of the nineteenth century,

the Civil War. Here the Southern States, not believing that

they were getting fair treatment, seceded from the Union,

piloted by South Carolina. After four years of bloody fight-

ing, Lee was compelled to surrender, overwhelmed but not

beaten. Lastly came the Spanish-American War, a struggle

of a few months.

The length of the wars of the United States combined is

less than eleven years, while those of England number almost

three hundred years. For every year of war the United States

has enjoyed about twenty years of peace, while England for

every year of peace has suffered about three years of war

Thus we see what changes modern civilization has wrought,

not only lessening the number of wars, but also alleviating the

horrible atrocities of military warfare.

When our forefathers sailed across the Atlantic and brav-

ing the hardships and trials, built for themselves homes in the

new world, they put themselves on record as being opposed not

only to the strifes and contentions of the old world, but they

also set the tide of immigration in motion which has ever since

been flowing between Europe and America. England, France,

Germany, and many other nations of the world are fast becom-

ing over-populated. The United States, with her fertile valleys

and rolling plains, awaits these desirable immigrants with out-

stretched arms. Glad to find a land where there is room for

all, thousands of these flock over, and having been assimilated

with the native population, this immigration has moulded and

shaped the Land of Old Glory into a new generation, which,

socially, physically, and morally, is second to none. Therefore,

let us continue to invite these foreigners to our land, inspiring
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them with such an admiration for our civil and political insti-

tutions for world-wide peace, yet, although they will still love

the land of their birth, they will reverence and strive to up-

build the land of the future.

Several years ago the United States changed her policy of

isolation and entered into international politics. Headed by

President Roosevelt, she has made a long step into the path

which the nations must now follow. The recent alliances with

England and France agree that all questions except those in-

volving national honor shall be settled by arbitration. This is

a great victory for international peace. England, France, and

Germany are now so evenly balanced that we are the chief fac-

tor in this great movement. Let us examine some of the chief

reasons why we are such an invaluable factor. England de-

pends upon us for her food. Her coal and iron fields which,

in the past, were so instrumental in keeping Great Britain as

mistress of the seas, are now fast diminishing. We are the

only nation that she can look to for these articles of commerce.

How would England have ever overcome Napoleon had it not

been for our raw materials, which fed her factories while the

other manufacturing nations were compelled to close down.

Thus we see how essential the United States is to all of the

great world powers. But, on the other hand, we are as de-

pendent upon England as she is dependent upon us. What

could we do, manufacturing far more goods every year than

we can possibly consume, without the British merchant ma-

rine? These above examples go to show that we are the de-

ciding factor in this world-wide peace movement. The indus-

trial and commercial arguments have a great deal to do with

the actions of all nations, but these, instead of dictating what

a nation should do, have succeeded in making terms for it, the

entering into international agreements.

But, now, another important factor toward the perfection

of peaceful relations is the Joint High Commission. This

commission is composed of three citizens from each nation in-

volved. Five of the six are necessary to decide whether or not

the issue is an international one. Now, if these men decide
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that the issue is capable of being settled by the just and impar-

tial principles of law, then each nation must take steps toward

bringing the issue up before a board of arbitration.

We have now traced by successive steps the beginning, the

power and the results of international peace. We now come to

the redeeming feature of this world-wide movement, The

Hague Court of Arbitration. Led on and engineered by

American energy, this peace assembly has made great strides.

In 1899 The Hague Conference provided for voluntary or

optional arbitration. In 1907 forty-five different countries of

the world had representatives, and many were the good results

from this conference.

The International Court provided for the automatic recur-

rences of the Conference within eight years and unanimously

declared its allegiance to obligatory arbitration. It has pro-

hibited the nations at war from establishing wireless telegraph

stations on neutral ground; it has prohibited the bombard-

ment of defenseless places, and it has ratified the humanitarian

recommendations of the Geneva Red Cross Convention of

1906. These are but a few of the great results that this Court

of Arbitration has accomplished. As the nations of the world

have progressed during the march of civilization, so has this

world-wide peace movement made rapid advances. May the

future be as the past, with all of its great results, and may the

seeds of peaceful arbitration sown in the present spring forth

in the years to come with the golden grain of impartial jus-

tice and world-wide righteousness.

Thus the time is soon to come when all of the nations of

the world will bind themselves together with ties of peaceful

arbitration. The bloody struggles of military warfare will be

a thing of the past. No more will be heard the cannon's roar

;

no more will be seen the saber's flash. The door of peace will

reign supremely over the world and for the first time since

Christ died on Calvary's Cross we shall have "Peace on Earth,

good will toward men."
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To Faith

In silence standing by the brook,

I saw a bright, celestial light;

Its brightness grew, and coming near,

Mine eyes zvere dazzled at the sight.

There near my feet I saw a stone,

A precious jewel without price.

By waters washed upon the sand\,

Its beauties all were thus made grand.

Through flood and drought this stone had been

Down mountain side and through the glen;

Withstood in both the storm and calm,

And reached these sands, a well-earned balm.

The stone was Faith, yes simple Faith,

As by each mortal man possessed;

It Fortune's wheel propels alway,

Let life be joyful or distressed.

In storm or calm, a noble Faith

Has power to move above reproach;

And in the end its victory

It writes upon the sand of time.

J. E. R, '14.

*

After the Battle

(l. a. moyer, '14.)

The Confederate Army still occupied its position along the

banks of the Potomac. All day long there had been heavy

fighting, which ended only when the shades of night had suc-

ceeded in chasing the golden sun beyond the western horizon.

Notwithstanding its many reckless charges and scintillating

display of bravery, the Federal Army had failed to make any

advance and was obliged to retreat, leaving the Army of

Northern Virginia in possession of the field.

In the Confederate camp bonfires were lighted; and within
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each circle of ruddy brightness could be seen various groups

of soldiers, telling jokes or discussing the prospects of the war.

The faces of some were flushed with laughter as a good joke

was told, while others—older men—were sad and thoughtful

as they thought of loved ones far away in Dixie.

Near the edge of the encampment, two soldiers—one scarcely

more than a boy—were seated beside a low flickering fire. Side

by side they had fought during the day's battle, and, although

strangers until thrown together in the conflict, they had formed

a strong friendship—a friendship that can exist only between

men who are of such a caliber that they can unflinchingly face

death a thousand times daily in order that their country, their

homes, and all that is near and dear to them might be saved.

The younger of the two was scarcely more than a youth. His

features were delicate, and his dark brown hair, which clus-

tered in tiny rings about his head, gave him an appearance

almost feminine in its delightfulness. His companion was not

quite so tall, but stronger and heavier built. Although not

handsome, his features were those of a rugged and honest

man, one who is to be trusted as a friend, but feared as an

enemy.

As the last strains of "Dixie," which had just been sung by

the whole army, floated heavenward, there were tears glisten-

ing in the eyes of each. Thoughtfully they gazed into the fire,

and neither spoke a word to break the monotony of silence.

Finally, the younger of the two took from his watch a small

picture, and while unshed tears slowly moistened his eyes, rev-

erently kissed it again and again before replacing it in his

watch. His companion, having observed all that had taken

place, said soothingly, "Friend, is the picture one of a relative

—

or is it of some one else?"

"Someone else—my wife, a bride of only six months."

Again the older man gazed into the fire and his features har-

dened as if recalling some unpleasant experience. Slightly

lifting his head, he murmured, "I, too, was once engaged to a

girl, the sweetest girl in Dixie. Would you care to listen to

my story for a few minutes ? I think that it will relieve me to
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tell it to some one. You seem, however, never to have known

any great sorrow, and I do not suppose that you would care

to listen to the troubles of another?"

-Say what you will, I shall be glad to hear," said the young

man sympathetically.

"Well, the story is short. You, perhaps, would judge me to

be about thirty-five years of age, when really I am only

twenty-seven—not much older than you, perhaps. These hairs

have turned gray within the last few years, and my features

became hardened because of great worry. At the age of twenty

I became engaged to the dearest girl in all Dixie. We had

known and loved each other from early childhood, and our

marriage was looked upon with favor by both families. Sud-

denly however, my father suffered heavy financial losses, and

the old home place was sold. We moved to a distant State,

there to try to repair our damaged fortune. On account of

these things my marriage had to be postponed. My father and

I quickly made a fortune in our new home, and I was about to

return to claim my bride-to-be, when I received a letter saying

that she loved another and could never marry me, and begging

me to release her from her promise, thereby canceling the en-

gagement. With great reluctance I did as she requested.

Having thus the flower of my life plucked by another, when I

was longing so earnestly for its fragrance, was too much for

me My pride was also hurt, and I went to California, there

to try to forget. But forget, I could not !
Each delicate fea-

ture was indelibly impressed upon my memory. Oh, how

often have I been forced to think of her, even against my own

will' She needed a strong man to love and protect her. Her

mother sacrificed her life in bringing her into the world, and

all her life she has been deprived of a mother's tender care

and forced to meet all the trials and temptations of early

womanhood without a mother's advice. She was a beautiful,

supersensitive girl, forced to meet life's battle almost alone-

and she did it bravely and courageously, which made her all

the dearer to me. And to think, she belongs to another, and

I can never have her for my own !"
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His voice reached a high pitch and a deep flush of anger rose

to his face. He continued, "The man who so stealthily stole

her love from me shall never live if a merciful God will permit

me just one time to lay eyes upon him. For he alone is to

blame—she is innocent."

Saying these words, he slowly drew from his breast a tiny

white glove, and a small picture wrapped in tissue paper.

Throwing a few pieces of wood upon the fire, which quickly

gave to the darkness roundabout a flickering brightness, he
unwrapped the picture and held it before his eyes. His hand
trembled. The delicate features, the tapering limbs, the slight

droop of the head, the sensitive mouth, and the inexpressible

sweetness and winsomeness of the face held him in a trance.

It would be rather difficult to tell which the picture resembled
more, a madonna or a fairy princess.

The man's head sank upon his arms, which rested wearily

upon his knees. The picture slipped from his hand and flut-

tered into the fire. He made no effort to recover it—only

raised his head and watched silently as it gave to the surround-
ing darkness its full quota of brightness and crumbled into

ashes. He then deliberately tossed the glove into the fire, and
while watching it go through the same process softly hummed
"Dixie," as if in deep thought. "Time, please?" he said,

glancing up.

The young man handed him his open watch. Instantly his

face became deathly white. "Where did you get this photo-
graph ?" he almost shouted.

"It's the photograph of my wife."

Then, suddenly, he seemed to understand—and the thought
staggered him. His voice became hoarse and his body trembled
with rage as he growled, "Your wife, hell ! This is the girl

to whom I was engaged."



20 Wofford College Journal.

Influence

(warren ariail, '16.)

My life is made much better

Because I have loved thee,

Because thy smile so softly,

Has fallen over me;

Because thine eyes so brilliant

Have beamed with love o'er me.

My life is made much better

Since I have seen thy smile;

Since I, within thy presence,

Have spent a little while;

Since I have called thee dearest

Just for a little while.

My life is made much better

Because I've seen thee, dear;

My thoughts are made much purer

Because thou hast been near,

And till the latest moment,

Thou zuilt to me be dear.

*

Man to Become Woman's Equal

Already the near-prophets are exclaiming that the future

will be loveless. When woman gets her rights, they assert, she

will not love man as she does, and love will die. The charac-

teristics of man and woman will be so similar that there will

not be enough contrast in the one to appeal to the other. Of

course, the sexes will still entertain admiration for genius or

greatness in anyone, but the feeling of love, that comes but

once to every man, will disappear. Man and woman will

continue to pair off together, but the motive will be mercenary

and practical. For instance, a prosperous young lawyer may

be in need of a law partner. He looks around and finds a

woman partner. They admire the business activities of each

other, and find that they are well pleased when working to-
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gether. They are married. But the thought of love, in its or-

dinary sense of almost idolatrous worship, has not entered

their minds. Therefore the near-prophets of today say that

love of the opposite sexes will die. They are prophets in that

they see whither the forces of today are working, but are only

near-prophets when they do not consider their mastery by a

more powerful force.

The force that impels most of the world's action is the desire

for money. Men get money first, and enjoy the blessings of

the earth afterwards. A young man loves his feautiful sweet-

heart, soon to be his wife, and he strains his nerve and sinew to

obtain a fortune, with which to encumber her lap with luxu-

ries. And all for the purpose of making her happy. Instead

of working so hard he ought to love her. What she wants is

love, and what she can give is love. It is worth more than

riches, and better to be desired than gold. The humblest in-

telligent being, getting the sacred love of his dear wife and
returning to her the same sanctified emotion, can be just as

happy as the richest man of the world. Riches do not make
happiness ; love does. A man will work for riches merely to

gratify his love of other things. Millionaires pay fortunes for

a work of art picturing the beauty of a summer sunset, and

the cultured peasant, content with the love of those around
him, can gaze out of his humble home and see that masterpiece

of nature in all its resplendent glory. No taint of sordid money
tints the purple haze.

Wealth is not esential to happiness, but it is to progress. A
man will work for his love, even die for her, but at the present

time in the course of this world we have not reached the stage

where man will work for the joy of progress and the love of

his fellowman. Recognizing this lack of love in man for man,
we must strive to enlarge it, but at the same time we must not

sacrifice the progress that this earth should make. We must
look forward to the time when money will not be needed, and
when love shall be current coin. Saturate the hearts of the

young that money is not an end, but that it is a means to an
end. Its real purpose is to help progress, and the limit of
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progress will be reached when we know all and love all. Any-

thing that brings us nearer this wonderful goal is right. Any-

one that helps us there is a hero, yet there is much to be done.

The time has come for a new doctrine. Money must be out-

lawed, love must rule the hearts of men, and their actions will

be just.

The duty then of the present age is to progress as tar as pos-

sible and to love. In some lives there is only one pure love,

and that is the love of the mother that bore the child. There

should be another deeply inlaid and sacredly preserved love—

the love of man for his wife.

Even today we must recognize that some married couples

never approximate the love they should entertain for each

other. We can see the sacred passion pierced by the lives of

sacriligious persons. If the world today comes no nearer

enjoying perfect love between man and wife, how far are we

from that blissful time when man shall love the world, and be

loved by the world in return ? How can we expect love to rule

the passions and emotions of mankind if we do not have a foun-

dation built on the pure and firm love of the progenitors of the

future race?

We look at things from the standpoint of money ;
the shadow

of the coming age points us to the standpoint of love. The

whole Bible is a book of love. The divine injunction "love thy

neighbor as thyself" is approached in modern life only by the

honeymoon of the newly-married pair. What a pity that this

feeling of deep love is not spread over the world, receiving

homage from man and woman. The reason is the passion for

money, caused by an inherent greed. The modern person is

incapable of loving the whole world of humans around him,

save in an abstract way. But that is better than nothing, and

as a beginning must be made, so today a beginning of the gen-

eral era of love is being made by the abstract love of the world

by some men. In later times there will arise a feeling of

brotherhood, and of trust. The world will recognize its

brother, and honor him with love.

Woman today is the last fortress of love. Business is be-
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seiging her soul, and if she falls, lo, the cause of love must suf-

fer. For ages she has stood a bulwark against the tide of greed,

and to every man that touched her, or received one of her

select for a companion, she has softened and bettered his heart.

Love accomplishes more than money today, but it is all done

because of the love of one or, at most, of several persons.

Men work today for the love of their family, but if the mother

becomes a worker, seeking the same emoluments, then they

will both work for greed. The influence of woman's love has

undoubtedly softened the fierceness of the struggles of life.

She has kept faintly burning the divine spark. Her citadel has

not been captured. She must battle for her cause now, and the

men of today—the pure, clean and honest men—must rally to

her cause, and make it their own.

She demands equal moral obligations for man and woman. It

is just and her cause is the cause of future progress. She de-

mands a pure and undefiled love shall be rendered to her, and

man must offer it to her. She demands cleaner living and

purer lives of every person. Hate she abhors, and greed she

despises. Other things she has that man has not, and the inter-

esting question is, why? Her sphere has been different from

that of man. Has that caused the difference that makes her

more admired, and more worthy an eternal crown of glory?

If it has she should keep it, should she not? man should also

attempt to get it; should he not? Yet some women want to

get down to the level of the men. Woman, you worship love;

man, money. Woman, you stand for higher, nobler and holier

purposes than man. God made it so, and you are to be His

servants in elevating the world if you remain true to your trust.

Make man and woman equal ; let them lose their distinguish-

ing characteristics; but, lady, make your characteristics those

of the world. Let the better men take your side, and the worse

women, man's side. Then battle for the cause of the Lord.

Right shall conquer, and woman receive her own. The lover

gives to his love all, and the world must be made your lover

by forcing it to your standard, and then man will be climbing to

you for superiority. You will not go to him. The leveling
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must come, but we must make it an equalization with the

higher. Woman stands for the higher; man for the lower

Where do you stand? H. S. S., 13.

*

But Then—
(n. terro gater, '14.)

/ told her that I loved her,

And my heart went thumpety-thump.

I told her that I loved her,

My! how my heart did jump.

I told her that I loved her,

She sent me straight to "dad,"

And when I faced that stern "old man"

My heart did beat like mad.

And when he asked of bank account,

And stocks and bonds, you know,

It can be imagined], as before,

It didn't beat so slow.

He looked me over from head to foot,

And sized me up real well.

It won't be out of place to say

My old heart beat like h—/.

And when he asked me of my plans,

I thought of my income.

The way my heart did beat, I swear,

It sure was "going some."

He seemed to be surprised that I

Could climb his family tree.

"Good-luck," he said, "and when you're broke—
Why, darn it, check on me."

Her "dad" zvas kind, he didn't mind,

But liked to have his fun.

For expenses now, I don't give a d—m,

For dad, he's got the "mun."
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An Irrigation System
(call jack, '16.)

The oranges of the famous Central California orange belt

are grown with the aid of irrigation. The most scientific labor

and money-saving devices are employed to get the water from

the underground channels to the roots of the orange trees. In

a few orchards, what is known as the over-head system is

used, where the water is discharged in a spray from a pipe

suspended on a trestle above the trees. The prevalent method,

however, is by an underground piping system, and in the fol-

lowing paragraphs I will endeavor to explain, in some detail,

this latter system.

First, a well twelve to sixteen inches in diameter is drilled

deep enough to tap the underground current of water, which
depth varies from one hundred and twenty-five to two hundred
and fifty feet. The well is cased with sheet iron as it is drilled.

A pump very similar to the ordinary cylinder house pump,
only much larger and often compound, is used. The size of

the cylinders varies from five to twelve inches in diameter and
three to ten feet in length. An electric motor varying in size

from four to thirty horse-power is used for operating the

pump.

The water, as it flows from the discharge pipe of the pump,
empties into a sand-box. The sand-box is a cement bin meas-
uring from two to four feet square and three to ten feet deep,

and stands almost entirely above ground. The water flows

out of this box or bin only near the top, thus allowing any
sand or gravel that happens to be in the water to sink to the

bottom and nothing but pure water to flow out.

A cement pipe, made up of sections two feet long and from
four to twelve inches in diameter, is laid underground from
the sand-box to the highest corner of the orange grove and
thence down the upper end of the rows of trees. Either half

way between or directly in line with the rows, a stand-pipe is

connected with the main line. The stand-pipe is of cement
and usually twelve inches in diameter. It is long enough to

extend at least six inches above the level of the ground. Near
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the top of this pipe are holes an inch in diameter that may be

opened or closed, seperately, with a little tin slide.

Little ditches, about six inches wide and of the same depth,

are made from the stand-pipes down between the rows of trees

by a two-horse machine which makes two ditches at once.

Usually four ditches are made to each row.

The water is turned into the main pipe line and allowed to

flow out at the same time from several of the stand-pipes

through the little holes near the top. The ditches just men-

tioned are made right up to the stand-pipe and, as the water

runs from the several holes, it empties into a separate ditch

for each hole. Only enough water is turned into each ditch to

soak the ground thoroughly by the time the water has reached

the lower end of the ditch and filled it. When a ditch is thus

filled, the slide is lowered over the hole that allows the water

to run into that ditch and another is raised to allow it to run

into another ditch.

A pumping plant must produce from fifteen to twenty

miner's inches, that is from sixty-three hundred to eighty-four

hundred gallons an hour, to irrigate forty acres of oranges;

and then the pump must be run continuously, day and night,

because a grove must be irrigated every four or five weeks

during the summer.
*

Stripes

(O PIOLE, '13.)

This is a holiday—to celebrate

Some vict'ry won, or glorious deed : the pipes

And drums make music, and on high

Is floating proud the "Stars and Stripes."

A convict, I look on; I hear the songs

And shouts—the music of the pipes,

And see the ardent patriots,

But on my back I wear—the stripes.

Yes, I'm a convict wretched now,

• A felon of the meanest type;
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Nothing's too bad for me—the guard,

In passing, always adds a stripe.

Our country's flag has stripes of deepest red,

But they are not more red than mine;

And yet her s"tars not whiter are

Than was one time this heart of mine.

*

His Fathers Debts

"This is surely the limit.

"

"Why, what's the trouble, Louise?" asked Mrs. Robert

Drummond of her niece, who had just read a telegram.

"Here's a letter from Phillip saying that he can't be here in

time for the ball tonight—he missed his train—and I was de-

pending so much on having him. Why, I have already told

Celia and all the girls that I was going to show them my future

lord and master and they're wild to see him. Then, now to

find out he can't be here. I'll declare, it's positively awful.

Suppose, auntie, you'll have to take me to the ball now, and

maybe he'll catch a late train. Anyhow, I hope so
—

" she added.
5(* -jx 5jJ jfc s|i j|c >|c jjc jjc

It was several hours later and the clock was striking twelve.

Already, for several hours, the gay throng of guests at the an-

nual ball of the Sporting Club had been dancing. The beauti-

fully dressed ladies, on the arms of the faultlessly attired gen-

tlemen, present in all directions, appeared very pretty on the

background of beautiful ferns and decorations. Everybody was
in good spirits—the laughter and talk hummed lowly above the

beautiful notes of the waltz played by the orchestra. Here an 1

there the uniform of an army or navy officer, or the brighter

colors of the foreign aides present, stood in heightened contrast

with the plain evening suits of most men. The music sud-

denly ceased, and the couples began hunting the cool places

and the cozy nooks, where they would enjoy the retreshments

which were now to be served.

Percy Rivers, perfectly attired in evening dress, which

showed his fine physique to every advantage, was leading his
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companion of the last waltz—Miss Louise Underwood—to

a rustic bench in the conservatory. Perfectly at ease, not at

all abashed or confused by the brilliancy nearby, he bore

himself as one should who feels the consciousness of being a

leader among the "ultra-swells" and as one should who had

the privilege of escorting so beautiful a young lady as his

partner. A little ripple of admiration followed them, and the

young lady,- conscious of the admiring eyes turned in her di-

rection, walked unconsciously at his side. Was she not the

acknowledged beauty of the season, and fully aware of the

admiration following her? Graceful, slender, with a beauti-

ful smile, which was ever friendly, directed towards everyone,

she had been readily acknowledged the Queen of the Ball.

She had only been in Washington two years—since her

mother's death in Mississippi—living with her aunt, Mrs.

Drummond. No one knew anything much of her history

—

the social standing of her aunt rendered such inquiries useless.

From her arrival she immediately became the social favorite,

and no dance or social was arranged without sending her an

invitation.

As Percy led her along the way, speaking of matters of no

import, her handkerchief dropped from her hand and he

quickly stooped to recover it. However, as he raised his face

to hers in returning it, she saw a look of mingled horror and

sadness which shocked her—a minute before smiling, debonair,

speaking idly on light-headed topics, his face was now a ghastly

pale, and his hand was over his face as if seeking to hide the

effect of the shock. As soon as he noticed that she was watch-

ing him, however, he quickly smiled and, with a true sense of

propriety, sought to pass it off as a momentary sickness due

to the oppressive heat. They soon reached their seats, how-

ever, and smilingly he motioned her to be seated, but she saw

that it was only with an effort that he stifled a tremor, which

even before he checked she observed. "What was the matter

with you just now?" she asked him.

"Why, nothing. I have been working very busily today and

for a minute I fancy the heat very nearly overcame me. I
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really thought I was about to faint. By the way, isn't that a

fascinating air?" he broke off as the orchestra struck up

"Someone."

"Yes, very," she cut in dryly. "But don't suppose, young

man, that you can escape answering my question concerning

your illness. It was not caused by the heat. It may have been

too much w—w—ater"—she knew Percy never drank water

unless it was the only liquid accessible.

"Well, I'll tell you, if you don't mind listening to a long

story." She nodded, and he went on. "It was two things.

You know, Louise, that I have been liking you for a good

many months, and tonight I expected to ask you to be my
wife, but just as I leaned to pick up your handkerchief I no-

ticed this," picking up her hand and pointing to a plain gold

ring with a small diamond. "Nor does it matter much, for I

won't live long now. That was not all, for as I stooped I looked

through the window and saw a man in full dress that I left

once, considering him dead, over two years ago. I had in-

tended telling you the story of the trouble if you had con-

sented to my suit, but I will tell you now anyway, for you are

the only girl I ever cared for, and when I die in a few days, I

want you to think kindly of me."

Louise thought something must have happened in Percy's

head, but noting his seriousness and calmness, she was forced

to believe what he said. "It is a horrible story," he went on,

"that I have to tell. Three years ago two of my chums and

myself went in the quest of adventure. We went under as-

sumed names, because we didn't want to be recognized as three

of Washington's rising swells. You don't know the other two,

but on the trip they were called Alexander Duval and Sher-

man Grant Wallington. My nom de plume is of no impor-'

tance. After traveling a few weeks we reached Allington, a

little town in middle Alabama. We engaged boarding with a

widow of the town, and she soon introduced us among her

friends. No one questioned us, but with true hospitality we
were received by the best people of the place, and as small

towns are very democratic we were soon recognized by the
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leading people of the town. We attended the parties, dances

and picnics of the younger folks, and in three months felt as

much at home in Allington as in Washington. Here Duval

fell in love with the prettiest girl in the town, and at the same

time the wealthiest, for her father owned a big cotton mill,

nearly, and was interested in several large enterprises. The

young lady returned the feeling and within five months after

our arrival she and Duval were engaged.

"However, the old gentleman refused to consider the affair

until a longer time elapsed. The young couple decided to elope,

and Duval solicited our aid to carry out his scheme. Every-

thing was made ready, and one Friday night we three drove

out to her home, where she was to meet us after the family

retired, and elope. Sure enough, about eleven o'clock that night

the girl came out, wrapped up, and as we began driving off

she told us that her brother had suddenly arrived from col-

lege that day. He had not yet retired and she was afraid that

he heard her leave and was following us. Duval then asked

Wallington and I to wait and see if he was coming behind. If

he was, they suggested that we tie and gag him so that he could

not prevent their escape. We consented, and at Wallington's

suggestion went to the house and upon knocking he opened

the door himself to let us in. We, with ready tongue, lied out

some yarn about being business men who, having interests in

this section, wanted a representative. Hearing that he was

just out of college, we decided to talk matters over with him.

He courteously replied that he was not in a position to accept

our offer, and as he had a very urgent matter to look after,

asked us to excuse him from further conversation. We de-

murred, pretending to argue, and pressed him to reconsider,

and thus engaged another five minutes. But we then had to

go. Just as we were leaving the grounds we heard him coming

down the lane on horseback to pursue the eloping couple.

Hastily seizing a garden hose that was nearby in the garden,

Wallington and I, by standing on either fence at the sides of

the lane, managed to knock him off his horse as he galloped

into the hose in the darkness. In falling his head struck upon
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a stone, and, seeing the blood flowing freely from his forehead,

we became frightened and ran away.

"Nothing was heard from Duval for five days. The affair

created a great sensation, and although no one knew that either

Wallington or I participated in the matter at all, there were

some ugly threats made against us by some of the hot-headed

villagers. The young man whom we knocked off his horse was

delirious for several days, but finally he recovered suffi-

ciently to tell his story and by that time neither of us would

leave the hotel after dark. Of course, no one knew that we
were the ones helping Duval, but all suspicioned it, and it was

publicly announced that as soon as the brother was well enough

to stand the test we would be passed before him for identifica-

tion and if identified would be arrested. Then came news of

the girl. God knows we believed Duval sincere and honest in

his love, but it turned out that after taking the girl with him

to Atlanta he left her at the end of a week, without marrying

her at all. Sick with despair and disgrace, she left a note for

her father and committed suicide. Wallington and I left the

hotel by the back entrance to keep Judge Lynch from trying

us, and for a few hours lay in hiding behind an old store.

Finally we managed to escape. The news of the girl's death

killed her mother outright, and so shocked her old father that

he died in several weeks. As God is my judge, neither Wal-
lington nor I suspected Duval's real intentions, and were hor-

rified at our part in the undertaking. Wallington and I agreed

to separate—he went West and I returned home trying to

forget.

"Six months later I received a letter from Duval. He was

in California. 'God forgive me,' he began, 'for bringing

trouble on you and Wallington. I have atoned for the other

already. This morning I received a letter, which I feel confi-

dent means my death. I enclose the letter.' Enclosed was a

note written in Allenton, which contained merely these words

:

Duval first, Wallington second and

Rivers third. A life for a life.

The One Left.
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"I understood. The One Left was the brother, and his sis-

ter's, mother's and father's death must be paid for, each, by

one of ours. Nothing more was heard from Duval at all, but

three months afterwards Wallington sent me a newspaper

clipping. It contained the news of the death of Duval, who it

appears had become successful running a restaurant, but be-

cause of a difficulty with a drunken man was shot over his

counters. It seemed that Duval owed the man a big bill and

couldn't pay it, and this led up to the shooting. That's what

the paper said about it, but both Wallington and I suspected

that in some way the murder had been caused by the brother

of the girl. Upon making cautious inquiries we learned that the

brother had sold all his father's property and had left Allen-

ton.

"Our suspicion was confirmed later. Wallington visited Los

Angeles, where the crime occurred, and found out that a man

bearing the description of the brother had opened a restaurant

across the street from Duval, and by underselling him had

forced him to become hopelessly in debt. This, added to Du-

val's nature, readily caused him to quarrel with his creditor,

who shot him in self-defense. I soon heard again from Walling-

ton. He said he had been discovered and although no crimi-

nal act would be done by the 'One Left,' he felt sure that he

would perish in the struggle. Wallington was a noted lawyer,

but as soon as he was identified by the brother as a participator

in the elopement, his practice began falling off. Wallington

wrote that, one by one, the large corporations were leaving

him, that every criminal case he had, he lost, and in every way

ill-success was attending his efforts. Finally, by slanders and

suspicions, which reached his wife, his unseen and unknown

enemy caused her to seek a divorce. The reason given was

that he had fallen in love with one of his female clients. This

kept on and in less than six months Wallington committed sui-

cide by drowning himself.

"It was merely by chance that I discovered news of his

death. I was the only one left and I felt sure that some day

the 'One Left' would put in his appearance. For about five
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months I walked in terror, expecting each minute to see the

face of the man come to avenge the wrong I unknowingly

committed. Then, as he failed to appear, I grew reassured.

However, a week ago I received a note. It said : 'Score num-
ber two for me. At last I've found you. A life for a life/ and

was signed, The One Left.' The very night I received the

note a bank in which I was largely interested failed, and I had

to help the other directors make good the deficit. Since then I

have had several mishaps which you know of, such as the de-

struction of my garage, the poisoning of all my horses. There-

fore, you can guess my astonishment and terror when I recog-

nized the man outside the window as the one whom I have

been trying to avoid."

At this moment Louise's attention was drawn to the ball

room, and as she looked she saw Phillip Raywell coming to-

wards her. In the happiness of seeing her betrothed she com-
pletely forgot Rivers, and jumping up, greeted him very

warmly. Then, recalling the situation, exclaimed, "Oh, I beg
pardon. Phillip, allow me," and turning to introduce them, she

paused at seeing Percy's face. Deathly pale, his eyes were
staring at Phillip with a look of terror and fear, but before she

could say anything Phillip replied: "Oh, that's not needed.

Mr. Rivers and I have met before. I am very glad to see you
again," he remarked casually, extending his hand to Rivers,

who grasped it limply, and, murmuring his pleasure, asked to

be excused.

A few evenings later, as Phillip was talking to Louise, the

maid brought her the evening paper. As she opened it her eye

caught a big line, which proclaimed to the world that Percy
Rivers, society favorite and wealthy clubman, had committed
suicide that morning at twelve. The article closed by saying:

"The terrible act is attributed to severe financial losses, which
he sustained lately." Looking across at the man who was to

become her husband, her eyes wandered to a deep scar on his

forehead, and she asked whether or not she could be happy
with a man so cruel, so relentless as the avenger pictured in her
mind. And as she thought of the death that slowly overtook
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each of the three and that here was the man—her Phillip

—

that caused each man to die, a feeling of horror came over

her, and just as she was about to speak he interrupted her:

"You don't know much about my family history, Louise,

and it's a sad story for me to tell. I won't do it now, but some

day, sweetheart, I'll tell you some things you don't know about

your Phillip. However, I don't like to think of it, and today

I'm free at, last. When my father died he left me a few debts

to settle, and I've canceled them all, and want to forget. From

now on I'm yours only and live just for you."

And she, because in her heart of hearts she loved him, and

thinking of the loneliness and sadness of his last three years,

leaned over to kiss him on the forehead, while tears gathered in

her eyes. H. R. S., '13.

*

The Verdict of the Jury

In our last issue a prize of $2 was offered to the student

who, in 200 words or less, best answered the question : What

would the verdict of the jury have been in "The Lawyer for

the Defence" if the defendant had not died before it was an-

nounced ?

Although the response was surprising, on account of the

lack of interest it apparently created, several students handed

in answers. The winning answer, written by Mr. John M.

Tatum, of the Freshman Class, is published below

:

The verdict is—"Guilty !"

As the foreman walked from the court room he was over-

taken by the young lawyer for the defence. "For what rea-

sons did the jury find the accused guilty?" he asked.

"Why," the foreman replied, "the Senator was shot down in

cold blood. The woman may have been wronged, but if she

was, then that was the time for her to revenge herself, not

wait thirty years. Had she shot Banton when he committed

his fiendish crime, no court in the United States would have

held her to the law for the act. But she waited until she had
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ruined herself, and Senator Banton had reformed and was
worth something to this country and also to the oppressed
Cubans.

"Why did she fail in the struggle with life? There is plenty
of work for women to do. If she had been made of finer stuff,

she would never have sunk to a life of shame. If her heart had
been right, she would have borne up under her misfortune,
which was really brought on herself by her rashness and fool-

ishness. No trouble, no calamity, is so great that one can not
overcome it, with the help of God.
"Why, if old women can murder prominent men in such

manner with impunity, it would not be long before our courts
would be choked with such cases. Politicians could have their

most dangerous enemies removed in the same way, and by
making out a like case would expect the same verdict. Then
what would we be coming to?

"The woman is guilty, but God has taken the punishment
from the hands of man."
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The past two years witnessed debat-

Inter-Society Debates ing teams of Wofford going down in

defeat twice successively to the same

college Nor did we capture first place in the South Carolina

Oratorical Contest. The need for some form of debating and

speaking to train men is easily apparent. We cannot expect

men who speak on the Fresh Ex., Soph Ex., and then Junior

Debate once a year to be orators enough to win a State medal.

We should give more occasions of public speaking by which

a man can practice and acquire the art.

We would suggest that a series of inter-society debates be

arranged. Not merely one debate between each society, but
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several, so that more than one debating team could be se-

lected. A good idea would be to have each society select two

debating teams and a schedule be arranged by which each

team of each society will debate against each team of the other.

This would require twelve debates, and considering the fact

that there are six teams, the debates could come off very rap-

idly. By judicious arrangement the twelve debates could be

carried out in three or four weeks, and the society making the

best score (according to a previously arranged agreement)

should hold a debating trophy cup (which all societies would

buy) until the next annual Debating Contest.

The time consumed would not be so great. Each team (two

speakers) having twenty to thirty minutes for main speeches,

and ten or fifteen for rebuttal, would only consume one hour

and a half at the most. Each team would have to get up a

debate a week, but that would not be such a hard matter. The

selection of interesting and easily accessible queries would be

necessary for the success of the debates. We have class foot-

ball and baseball games according to schedule, why not get a

debating contest among the societies on schedule.

Such debates would undoubtedly improve the debating

ability of the societies as well as be creative of an intellectual

discussion of the various topics discussed. Not only would it

improve our product of debaters, but it would render our

speakers more forceful because of their accustomed use of the

platform. Why not originate something new in the line of de-

bating so that next time we meet another college in friendly

debate the old gold and black will float in triumph at the de-

cision of the judges.

The National Progressive party, or
Progressives in South to use its more common namej the "Bull

Carolina
Moose" party, organized in South

Carolina some time before the election, just over, and put an

electoral ticket in the field. They did not expect to carry the

State this year, but they expect to grow in numbers with the

years, and to become a factor in the State's politics. This is
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a very important event. For many years this State has been

regarded as the legitimate and certain property of the Demo-

cratic party, and because of the negro's menace the white men

of this State (in common with all white men in the South)

have always refused to participate in the forming of a second

party. They, with sufficient reason, believe that if the white

vote of this State is split up there will come a time when the

more unscrupulous and vindictive minority would call the

negro in the fight and with his help seek to overthrow the will

of the majority (of white men). Nor is this impossible. In

North Carolina a combination of negroes and whites defeated

the majority (of whites) in the State, not so many years ago.

In South Carolina last year the Democratic primary gave the

successful gubernatorial candidate only three thousand ma-

jority. Now, if negroes could have voted in the November

elections, it would have been a great temptation to some to

have run an independent. However, the entrance of the

negro in politics is too great an evil to take it up lightly.

In the first sentences of the constitution for the Progressive

party of South Carolina it is declared that it is entirely a party

for the white man alone, and opposed to negro participation in

politics. This is promising. If the Progressives in South

Carolina mean to form a party in this State to challenge the

Democratic party on questions of principle, we believe it will

prove welcome as long as it leaves the negro entirely out, not

only in this State, but in their national organization as well.

It is an undoubted fact that South Carolina, and the entire

South, has lost much by the one party necessity. Having two

parties in the State will create more interest in political dis-

cussion, will be the cause of political enlightenment on many

of the national issues, and will cause the Democratic party to

be more careful in who it nominates and what it does.

If these two white parties can invigorate the voting con-

stituency of the State, it will be well worth the entrance of the

Progressives. Whether or not they will be able to challenge

the Democratic supremacy for some time we do not know.

The Democratic party should welcome the entrance of this
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new party. If it has been faithful to its trust and remains so,

nothing can harm its prestige; if it has not been so, the need of

opposition is apparent. At least, the presence of two active

parties in any State is better by far than one, no matter how
good the one may be. We hope the Progressive party will

grow among its conscientious white exponents in South Caro-

lina, but until the future unfolds more definitely its needs we
(and most Carolinians, we feel sure) will remain with the

party of Jefferson, which, like MacBeth, cries out: "Lay on,

McDuff."

To every man who enters the Fresh-

Cheapening Our Diplomas man Class the Faculty of the college

promises certain things. Among other

things, they (the Freshman and the Faculty) agree that in re-

turn for four years of conscientious work of a certain degree

of ability (of which the Faculty shall judge) they will give

the successful student a diploma, declaring that he has, by his

intelligence and moral conduct, proved himself worthy to re-

ceive this seal of the college approval.

The diploma is neither the property of the Faculty that

gives it, nor the graduate who receives it. It belongs, in part,

other than the two parties immediately concerned in the trans-

action, to the noble company of scholars and gentlemen who,

by their labors or generosity, helped establish or maintain the

college—truly, a great number of great men, Rev. Benja-

min Wofford and Dr. James H. Carlisle standing out pre-

eminently. Others have helped make the diploma possible be-

sides these two, and the library, science hall and gymnasium

attest their claim upon any diploma given by Wofford College.

Besides the educators and benefactors, there is another class

which has a vital interest in every diploma granted. This

class is composed of men who have already received one of

these same diplomas The standard of honor and intellec-

tuality that is attached to the present diploma is also the value

attached to his, and this shows the vital interest felt by every

alumnus in the new graduates. Another class might be men-
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tioned, they are those who will receive diplomas in the years

to come—the future graduates—and they, too, are vitally con-

cerned.

We know of several diplomas granted since our entry as

Freshmen that added little to the article. We know of rising

Seniors who, in the summer before their last year, spent a part

of their vacation at a summer school making up back work. To

allow a rising Senior to get off a large number of back exams,

by a superficial summer schooling is a process that almost puts

a premium on neglecting studies, for it makes them so easy to

catch up. In a few weeks several months' back work in from

five to fifteen studies are made good. This is not fair to the

student who has performed his work conscientiously for four

years, because it detracts from his diploma. The regulation

of this is none of the students' business, however, for the in-

tellectual value of each diploma is the result of the Faculty

standards.

However, the student himself regulates the moral value of

the diploma. A graduate of any college will be judged by the

present students that compose its student body. If, riding on

examinations, indecent conduct on and off the streets, asso-

ciating in questionable places, and lieing out of absences from

classes be induged in by a majority of any institution, the char-

acter value of its diploma is very little. We do not believe

that this is the case in any college we know of, and we are cer-

tain that a majority of the Wofford students disapprove of

such practices strongly. There are some, however, who in-

dulge in the above mentioned irregularities without, we regret

to say, either losing anything in the social line for their low

standard of morals, or without even believing they are not the

best on the campus. By their actions and influence they cause

new men to follow in their steps, and the order is thereby per-

petuated. But a majority on the campus disapprove such

actions, and they should make their disapproval apparent, and

forcibly so. If the other class is unwilling to yield without

fighting, why fight, for, rest assured that in any conflict, when

the true causes are known, public sympathy goes with those
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fighting the battles of progress and improvement. So to the

decent element on the campus of every South Carolina college

we say: "Awake, find thy strength, and use it properly."'

We have always been interested in seeing and hearing stu-

dents talking about college spirit, and we have even seen criti-

cisms of the Faculty because they were not more patriotic to

that college spirit. We confess that we are not very ardent in

our own vaporings along such a line, nor do we grow very en-

thused with the college spirit presented on most campuses.

College spirit that expires when the baseball and football field

is left behind, and takes no notice of other things, is not col-

lege spirit. It is the effort of the college demagogue, who in

trying to shake off more serious responsibilities conceals them

by a veil of college spirit hypocrisy, while he lets things more

detrimental to the college's welfare pass unnoticed and un-

changed.

Remember this : In the final count the value of any diploma

rests with the students of the institution, not the Faculty or

trustees.

EDITORIAL NOTES

The State College Press Association meets at Winthrop the

first week in December. It will be remembered that Wofford

was its host the last college year.

Oh, you future Editor-in-chief, wherever and whoever you

may be, dream not of the loyal response of students to the

call for contributions, for such, we assure you, is an idle

dream.

At the Wilson rally here just before the election the mention

of Bryan's name as the defender of the people at the Baltimore

Convention brought more applause than the mention of Mr.

Wilson.

The testimony brought out by the Clapp committee as to

campaign funds during the month of October showed how
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Bryan was wise when he introduced the campaign fund pub-

licity idea before elections.

The talks delivered to the Wofford students during the last

part of October by Drs. Black, Steedly, Waller and Synder,

under the auspices of the Y. M. C. A., were admirable, and

are educating along lines that every college boy should be ac-

quainted with. It is a pity that every school in the State could

not hear the same talks.

Turkey is engaged in a terrific struggle with Bulgaria,

Greece, Montenegro, and Servia. The spirit of the allies is

shown by an incident in the Montenegrin army. King Nicholas

reproved General Basovitch, of the artillery, for wasting am-

munition at the seige of Mount Detchich, whereupon the of-

ficer saluted and shot himself.

As a general proposition we do not favor college officials

(faculties or trustees) enforcing laws in their institutions.

We believe that the students should organize and see that all

faculty regulations are carried out, without making their at-

tention to the matter a necessity. But when certain students

are disobeying a rule of the institution, it is an insinuation of

fear or duplicity for the officials not to see to its enforcement.
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For every phase of college work to be moving in a smooth

way is certainly gratifying to any faculty. The Wofford in-

structors appreciate the work that is being done by the stu-

dents at present. Every boy seems to be interested in the

affairs with which he is associated and is doing his best to ele-

vate everything in connection with the college. That class

room dread, which is in a large measure responsible for cuts,

seems to be forgotten. From this it is clear that recitations

are being prepared regularly. And though more work is be-

ing required by the professor in every department this year,

athletics and social affairs come in to take up the spare time of

the students; yet, from the records this far, it is absolutely

certain that good work is being done by all the classes.

The students are not only wide-awake in their class work,

but also in the literary societies, Y. M. C. A. and other organi-

zations on the campus. The Annual staff is making every pos-

sible effort to put out the best annual in the history of the

college. The contract has been signed up with the printers

and work in the picture line commenced. It will cost several

hundred dollars more than The Annual last year. The Senior

Class is on the job as to backing up the financial part. The
staff is sure of its success.

SOCIETY ELECTIONS.
The following is the result of the society elections : Calhoun

—J. E. Bethea, President; W. J. Carter, Vice-President; S.

A. Merchant, First Censor; C. M. Earle, First Critic; Brian

Lyles, Second Censor; E. F. Lucas, Recording Secretary; F.

G. Montgomery, Third Critic. Preston—H. R. Sims, Presi-

dent; J. T. Monroe, Vice-President; Z. L. Madden, First Cen-

sor; W. J. Moss, First Critic; F. S. Blair, Second Critic; L.
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J. Cauthen, Second Censor; R. H. Manning, Third Censor; B.

F. Deshields, Recording Secretary; G. W. Wannamaker, Jr.,

Corresponding Secretary. Carlisle—G. H. Hodges, President

;

A. L. Googe, Vice-President; J. B. Paysinger, First Critic;

W. H. Tiller, First Censor; D. L. Edwards, Second Critic; R.

Syfan, Second Censor; L. S. King, Recording Secretary; J. E.

Ford, Corresponding Secretary.

The college marshals for this year are: Carlisle Society—

M. K. Fort, Chief; W. E. Plyler, G. T. Hughes, C. A. Carter.

Preston—C. D. Guess, R. C. Stuckey, W. W. Daniel, Jr. Cal-

houn—T. D. Lake, Jr., E. P. Pendergrass, E. Rice.

GLEE CLUB.

The Glee Club elected the following officers: Mrs. Otto

Grasse, Directress; Prof. Schuler, President; J. H. Ander-

son, Vice-President; W. M. Byers, Business Manager; S. L.

Layton, Assistant Business Manager; Mays Earle, Secretary

and Treasurer.

The Club is making fine progress under the training of Mrs.

Grasse and much interest is being manifested in the work. A
concert in the college auditorium has been planned, after

which the Club will visit a number of towns in the upper part

of the State.

First tenor : Anderson, Lumpkin, Whitaker, Crews.

Second tenor: Layton, Edwards, Lake, Wardlaw.

First bass : Waters, Byers, Ferguson, Bethea.

Second bass : Sanders, Carlisle, Guess.

Pianist—Harmon.

THE COLLEGE COUNCIL.

The College Council has been organized again this year.

The object of this council is to bring the students in touch with

the Faculty so that any business to be brought up in the stu-

dent body meetings can be discussed in the council meetings.

Perhaps it will be interesting to some of the students to know

who the members of the council are. Dr. Snyder and Dr. Wal-

ler represent the Faculty. The student representatives are:
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President and Vice-President of the student body; President

and Vice-President of the Senior Class; President and Vice-

President of the Junior Class; President and Vice-President

of the Sophomore Class ; President and Vice-President of the

Freshman Class ; President and Treasurer of the Y. M. C. A.

;

President and Treasurer of the Carlisle Society; President

and Treasurer of the Calhoun Society; President and Treas-

urer of the Preston Society; Editor-in-chief and Business

Manager of the Bohemian ; Editor-in-chief and Business Man-

ager of The Journal; Manager and Vice-President of the

Musical Association; Manager and Captain of the Varsity

baseball team.

The officers for this year are: Dr. H. N. Snyder, Presi-

dent; Dr. C. B. Waller, First Vice-President; T. B. Hum-

phries, Second Vice-President; H. R. Sims, Secretary.

THE CLASS OF 1912.

W. L. All is studying law at the University of Virginia.

A. W. Ayers is teaching in Anderson County.

B. M. Badger, Jr., is teaching at Greenwood.

F. C. Beach has a position in a bank at Rock Hill.

H. S. Burdette is teaching mathematics at Weaverville Col-

lege, N. C.

L. A. Carter is teaching school at Ebenezer, Florence

County.

R. L. Cox is teaching school at Williamston, Anderson

County.

B. F. Cromley is teaching school in Anderson County.

G. M. Crum is teaching school at Cheraw, Chesterfield

County.

H. G. Davis is teaching in Florence County.

N. W. Edens is at Carolina, studying law.

H. I. Ellerbe is teaching at Jordan, Colleton County.

P. L. Felder is studying law.

H. N. Folk is in business with his father at Bamberg.

J. L. Glenn is teaching in the Wofford Fitting School.

D. D. Grant is teaching at Lamar, Darlington County.
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R. R. Griffin is at home at Williamston, Anderson County.

R. D. Guilds is treasurer of Colleton County.

P. M. Hamer is teaching at Greenwood.

B. S. Haynes is married and living at Pacolet.

C. B. Haynes is teaching in Williamsburg County.

J. C. Hazel is teaching.

H. D. High is in the insurance business at Spartanburg.

R. S. Hill has a position in a railroad office in Anderson.

R. L. Holr'oyd, Jr., is teaching at St. Matthews, Calhoun

County.

P. P. Jones

J. B. Kay is teaching at Lowndesville, Abbeville County.

R. M. Lawson has a position with Swift Co., at Spartan-

burg.

R. B. Mclver is studying medicine at Jefferson Medical

College, Philadelphia.

J. E. McKenzie is teaching in Dillon County.

R. L. Meriwether is teaching in the Carlisle Fitting School

at Bamberg.

J. O. Moody is with the Southern Cotton Oil Company, Co-

lumbia.

R. E. Moody is teaching in the Cokesbury School, Green-

wood County.

W. M. Moore is at home, Spartanburg.

C. R. Moseley is in the insurance business at Laurens.

J. D. Nelson, Jr., is a traveling salesman.

R. R. Nickles is in the wholesale grocery business at Lau-

rens.

W. L. Ouzts is in one of the banks at Spartanburg.

L. M. Rice is in the insurance business at Spartanburg.

J. R. Walker is at Martinsville, Va.

L. C. Wannamaker is in the automobile business at Spar-

tanburg.

G. W. Whitaker is in a bank at Orangeburg.

J. L. Wilcox is working with the A. C. L. survey.

R. T. Wilson is teaching at Clive, Darlington County.

C. H. Witt is in business with his father in Georgia.

P. B. Yarborough is teaching at Smoaks, Colleton County.
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C. E. Zimmerman has a position with the Tucapau Cotton

Mills.

JUST FOR FUN.

Fresh Hodges wants to know if the Zabel Flats is where the

the fire department is kept.

Senior Hodges—"Ariail, are you going to marry that girl?"

Fresh Ariail
—

"That's going too far into the profound

depths of my internal sensuality." What?

Fresh Salley said he couldn't mail his letter because the mail

box had a lock on it.

Fresh Pate says Soph. Melvin should not haze because is a

janitor (monitor).

Senior Carter said it was some job to focus his telescope

(microscope) on the yeast cells in Biology.

Fresh Ariail
—

"Stackley, have you ever read Adam Bede?"

Junior Stackley
—"Heaven forbid ! I have never read any

of Thackeray's works except Vanity Fair."

Fresh Walling was interested to know if the fire hose in the

halls of the dormitory was for cleaning the floors.

Fresh Felkel was found trying to turn on the steam heat at

the electric switchboard

The Billies (Moss and Plyler) : This "bugaboo" about us

not having a voice for the Glee Club under the present condi-

tions reminds us of a celluloid dog chasing an asbestos cat

down the pavement of good intentions.
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The first exchange which comes to

The Erothesian our table is The Erothesian, neatly

bound and well rilled, though not well

balanced. The literary department contains two original es-

says, one story and one poem. The story, "My New York

Cousin," is by far the best part of this department. The

author has a clear, rapid, humorous style, and is a close ob-

server of personal characteristics. The story concludes as

hundreds of other stories in college magazines; but the con-

clusion this time is reached by a different route. There are

new elements in the love-plot which make it interesting and

which catch the attention of the reader at once. A pleasing

style, a good plot and humor make this story a credit to the

magazine. The essay on General William Booth is appro-

priate, instructive and well written. The other original essay,

"Tea Culture," would be better adapted to an agricultural pub-

lication. We are sorry that there is so little verse in this issue.

The one poem present does not rise above mediocrity. For a

first issue The Erothesian is a credit to the college. The ma-

terial which it contains is good, but the literary department is

not quite voluminous enough.

The first issue of the Winthrop Col-
Winthrop College ^ is a distinct disappoint-

Journal.
ment The magnitude of the student

body and the high rank of the institution caused us to antici-

pate a magazine far above mediocrity; but we were deluded

into a false expectation. Winthrop has not done herself jus-

tice, and the failure is due, we believe, not so much to the in-

ability of the Journal staff, but to the failure of the individual
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student to realize her personal responsibility and duty towardher college publication. The only attempt at versification is
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Page; Md iS IaCking in 311 the essentia's of

poetry. The Mysterious Music of the Manatee" is a wellwritten and interesting narrative. If the author of "The Love
Affairs of Robert Burns" had either limited her subject orhad expanded her treatment of it, better results would havebeen secured

;
still it is well worth reading. "The Grey Lady"

The^Tu '

StrainS the CreduI^ of the most sedulous.

Snnh " t?° i

St°ry m tWs magazine is "The Conquest of a

knows J P
f f°d iS We" develc>Ped- The authorknows the ways of the snob. The remedy for the failure ofthis issue of the Journal is to be found in the only editorial
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The Clemson Chronicle is an exam-Cletnson Chrome*, pie of what can be done by the co-op-

T, ;.
eration of a large number of studentsThe hterary department is filled with a" number of short art"cles by vanous writers, and this magazine seems to be realizinghe purpose which the college magazine is meant toVerve

"

o develop the literary talent of the student body. The produc"on of no one author dominates this department, but £ Ex-cellency lies in its representative character. The poems "Ona Glimpse of Happiness" and "The Passing of SuZer" areboth good, and add their quota to the valuf of the maLineThe essay entitled "Dogs" is a good treatise on canTne charactenst.cs and undoubtedly comes from a heart whTch hasbeen touched by the devotion and affection of one of the equadruped members of the order mammalia fam ly ca„is
"

your dogs honor? The number of short stories in this issue

-7^vx%J° discuss
. rh of theraA lest by F,re deserves special mention. This story belongs

notSffi am
* ^ ta *at /contaifsuggestion of amorous sentiment. We question the ability
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of Capt. Tames to learn from one member of a tribe the lan-

guage, customs, rites and peculiarities of that tribe so per-

fectly that he could pass as a member of the tribe, and live

among them for several days with his true identity undetected.

An attractive feature of the Chronicle is the two cuts which

it contains, one of the new dairy barn, the other of the new

dairy building. We congratulate the staff on their first at-

tempt.

CUPPINGS

PRACTICE MAKES PERFECT.

Mrs. Hunter (on the family estate)-James, it has just oc-

curred to me that the shooting season here doesnt begin for

^MrSunter-Never mind, my dear. We'll start now and

in two weeks maybe we'll be able to hit something.

COMMENDABLE.

Uncle Ezra-How's your daughter doing in business college ?

. Uncle Eben-Fine ; she can't spell very good and she ain t

very fast on the typewriter, but I tell you she's
;

keerful When

she gets through writing a letter on that machine every i is

dotted and every "t" is crossed.

HOW IT WAS.

Lady_Did that last nickel I gave you go for beer?

Weary Walter-Not alone, mum. I went for the beer and

took it along.

THE EDITOR'S BARBER.

"The barber told me a very interesting story as he shaved

me."

"Indeed!"

"Yes, and also illustrated it with cuts. —



Wofford College Journal. 51

QUERIES.
Upon what did the "carriage-spring?"
From whence did the "lemon-drop?"

Oh, what did the "apron-string?"
And who did the "accordian-stop ?"

How far did the "roller-skate?"

And whom did the "watch-charm ?"

How long did the "paper-weight ?"

And who did the "burglar-alarm?"

Whose path did the "iron-bar ?"

And how long was the "ink-well?"
Against whom did the "glass-jar?"
And what did the "prison-cell?"

What conspiracy did the "grass-plot ?"

And whose brain did the "hat-rack?"
When was the "grape-shot?"
And what person did the "car-track ?"

JUST A LITTLE BIT.
The man who got into a barber's chair, pinned the newspa-

per round his neck, and began to read the towel may justly be
called absent-minded.

face.

Money talks, as we've heard tell,

And to most of us it says, "Farewell."

WELL SAID, TOMMY.
Teacher—Now, Tommy, what is a hypocrite ?

Tommy—A boy that comes to school with a smile on his

MEN AND GIRLS.
"Are men as black," she queried,
"As they are painted, do you think?"

In Yankee style I answered her:
"Are girls," I asked, ''as pink?"
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THE REAL TUG OF WAR.

Doozenbury-Really, now, Livingston, there isn't any brain

work in golf, is there?
. ,

Livingston-No; not unless you go around trying to make

chumps understand why you like it.

A deaf and dumb man can never tickle nine women, be-

cause he can only gesticulate. See?

Someone is always looking for the man who is a little better

than the average. Also for the man who is a little worse

than the average.

HORRORS.

"And so Smithers died of hydrophobia?"

"Yes ;
poor chap

!"

"How did it happen?"

"He put too much horseradish on his bologna and it bit his

tongue."

THEY COME HIGH

Stranger in city to newsboy: "I'll give you half a dollar if

you'll direct me to the Chemical National Bank.

"All right," said the boy, and led him across the street and

pointed out the bank to him.

Stranger • "That was a half dollar easily earned, my son

"Sure," said the boy. "But you musn't forget the bank di-

rectors is paid big money in New York."

The letter S, we must confess,

Was never made in vain,

For take it from the stars and stripes

But tar and tripe remain.

You can never be perfectly certain of anything except that,

when you didn't quite get over the lesson, the professor is sure

to call on you for that part.



ATHLETICS

I
C. M. Earle, Jr., Editor.

^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^
CLASS BASEBALL.

This year the baseball cup goes to the Senior team, which
finished the season without losing a game. In spite of the fact
that they were victorious in every contest, it was in no respect
a walkover, as only they succeeded in sending the Juniors
down in defeat. ,

c

Especially interesting was the last game, since neither team
had lost. Everybody was there to see their team win, for bv
this time all had decided which team they wanted to win the
championship. So, while Boston defeated New York by one
score, the Seniors did the same for the Juniors. The rooting
was one of the big features. It is hoped that the boys will not
go to sleep now, but begin to get their lungs in good condition
so that we can help our teams to victory in at least most of the
games later.

The standing of the various teams at the end of the season
as

:

Seniors

was

:

Won. Lost. P. C.

jurors
:: ::

4

3
° i,oo°

Sophomores 2
Freshmen

T
_

Fighters
3 .250

0 4 .000

CLASS FOOTBALL.
Now that the boys have done with baseball until spring,

they are on the field every afternoon getting ready for the
class football games which will be followed by the champion-
ship game on Thanksgiving Day. There is much rivalry be-
tween the various teams and it is expected that some of the



54
Wofford College Journal.

hardest fighting ever done on a football field will be done here

this fall. *

. _,

The officers of the teams are: Senior, E. T. Spigner, Man-

ager- J. O. Green, Captain. Junior, J. P. Wharton Manager ;

D C. Carmichael, Captain. Sophomore, Wm. Melvm, Manag-

er; L. M. Muldrow, Captain. Freshman, P. D. Carter,

Manager; R. E. Lumpkin, Captain.

TRY FOR THE TEAMS.

It is so often the case that good men in college don't try for

the teams just because they know that there are men in college

who have been on the teams before. If you have ever stood

back on this, don't do it again, and if you have never done it,

don't ever do it. It is true it is a little harder to beat out an

old man, but it is not impossible. In case you don t make a

team you will lose nothing, for it will be much more easy for

you at come later time. And even if you never get on a team,

don't stop trying, for it makes the other men work harder

when they find they have not got their places cmched, and

this makes the team stronger.

Every man of you has a desire for a block W and it is not

possible to get it unless you have made a 'varsity team. So

come on out and try for the teams and you may get on one,

for surely out of all the things we have here you can do some

one thing better than the rest. By being a member of some

team you not only help the college, but also get much personal

pleasure and the block \V.

Especially do we want to encourage the new men to try for

the teams. If you show yourself to be more fitted for the

team than the old man he will be left off and you put on.

Don't hesitate to come out, for we want you.

TRACK TEAM.

After a period of hard training the men trying for positions

on the track team were given a chance to show what they could

do In almost every case the men who won have all the mark-
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mgs of a winner and the teams that win over Wofford this
year will certainly have to do exceptionally good work.
A number of the men have not been on a college team be-

fore, but it is thought that they will make good and win for
themselves a home in the heart of every admirer of the old
gold and black.

The team is composed of the following men : Burnett, Cap-
tain; Chapman, Wannamaker, Whitaker, Pendergrass Tiller
Owens, Williams, Perry, Fort, Williams, Sanders and Earle'
Manager.

Meets have been arranged for both fall and spring and we
take this opportunity of wishing each individual on the team
much success in every contest.

BASKETBALL.
A committee composed of the managers of the class teams

has had a meeting and made out a schedule for a series of
class games to be played between now and the Christmas holi-
days. Beginning November 5, there will be a game between
some two teams on every Tuesday and Thursday night until
each team has played every other team. Participating in
these games will be five teams, one from each class in college,
and one from the Fitting School.
To arouse interest in these games the committee decided to

give a trophy cup to the winning team. This idea has been
carried out with so much success in baseball that there is no
fear but that the same will be the case in basketball.

JOIN THE ATHLETIC ASSOCIATION.
It has been found out that quite a number of the boys have

not yet joined the Athletic Association. To join costs only
$1.50 and what it means to the management for every man to
pay up cannot be estimated. There is not a man in college who
hopes for the college anything but a winning team in every
department of athletics. To show that you really do care, join
the Athletic Association at once. It is a purely voluntary act
on the part of every individual and it is hoped that the impor-
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tance of your being a member will dawn upon you, and after

this the Wofford College Athletic Association will mean an

organization of which every Wofford student is a member.

STATE TENNIS MEET

The State tennis meet was of more than usual significance

to Wofford students this year, in view of the fact that the

president for the past year was B. M. Asbill, Jr., of Wofford.

For this year John W. Erwin, of Clemson, was elected presi-

dC

The meet was held at the Country Club, in Greenville. Every

college represented had unusually strong men and those at-

tending the games had the pleasure of witnessing very fast

games. James Erwin, of Clemson, won in singles, and War-

ing and Waring, of Carolina, in doubles.

The Wofford men failed to carry off any of the big honors,

but the way in which they represented the college was very

creditable. The games were close and hard fought, and it was

only by narrow margins that the contests were decided.

For Wofford, Asbill and Burnett played in doubles and

Asbill in singles.

"GYM." TEAM.

Those who want a place on the "gym" team are working

hard, getting in shape for a try-out, which will be given them

at some convenient time. Some of the men who were on the

team last year are not trying to get on this year, but it is hoped

that we have men to take their places and that the team will be

up to the usual high standard. The team will tour the State in

the spring.
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THE WEEKLY MEETING OF THE Y. M. C. A.
One of the most profitable forty-five-minute periods of each

week at Wofford is that which one spends at the Y. M. C A
on Friday evening. The services held at this time present a
most valuable opportunity to every student. On this occasion
are to be heard, from distinguished speakers, messages filled
with truths of inestimable worth.

PROF. CLINKSCALES' TALK.
The speaker for the meeting of October the fourth was one

which the boys are always glad to hear. Prof. Clinkscales, in
his characteristic, pleasing way, addressed the Association on
the subject of "Temptation." He was most impressive and
convincing in his remarks as he portrayed the deadly and' de-
structive results of yielding to the great demon, temptation.
The speaker referred to the various ways in which a boy fresh
from the home of ambitious parents, mighty easily fall into
the way of vice and corruption. Temptation, in its many
forms, will come to you, young men, said he, but face the lures
of unrighteousness squarely and have the courage to stand up
and say no! The speech was a strong appeal for Christian
manhood, and in conclusion Prof. Clinkscales emphasized the
importance of a student taking an active part in the Y M CA thus laying the foundation of the most successful college

MAKING THE DREAMS OF YOUTH A REALITY.
Those in attendance at the regular service of October the

twelfth enjoyed a very interesting talk by Mr. Martin, Secre-
tary of the Spartanburg Y. M. C. A., on the subject of "Mak-
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ing the Dreams of Youth a Reality." The speaker read, as a

lesson, the story of Joseph and his dream of the sheaves, and

cited him as a splendid example of one who, despite great dif-

ficulties and temptations, made the dream of his youth a

reality. ,

Mr. Martin, in beginning his talk, referred to the many hun-

dred young men and women of our country who have, this fall,

entered the various colleges and universities. Every one of

these young people, said he, are dreamers. Youth is neces-

sarily a period of visions and fancies, of anticipations of a fu-

ture filled with happiness and success. A most pitiable charac-

teristic, however, of so many boys and girls is that they lack

the required amount of energy and ambition to make their

dreams a reality. You, as college men, said Mr. Martin, build

your air castles, make the most of your opportunities, and

some day fate will in large measure, if not in full, gratify your

desires.

THE STUDY OF THE BIBLE.

"The Study of the Bible in Our Colleges and Universities"

was the subject of the weekly address delivered by Dr. Stack-

house, pastor of Central Church, on the evening of October the

eighteenth. Dr. Stackhouse, in his introductory remarks, gave

some statistics to show the marked degree of progress and de-

velopment during the past few years in the study of the Bible

in our institutions of higher learning. This unprecedented

movement among college students to gain a more thorough

knowledge of the book of books is steadily arousing the interest

of our strongest, most influential men and women, many of

whom have already begun to take an active part in this great

W<

Many very helpful and timely suggestions were offered by

Dr Stackhouse with reference to the plans and methods to be

used in a systematic study of the Bible. He advocated the

plan of class organization with student leadership. A small

group of students, said he, presided over by one of their num-

ber can derive much benefit and knowledge from a thoughtful
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discussion of Biblical subjects. The leaders, he believed,
should attend the annual Southern Y. M. C. A. Conferences,'
where the gospel is studied under competent teachers, who are
exceptionally well versed in this subject.

THE LECTURE COURSE.
Wofford students were indeed fortunate in having the oppor-

tunity to hear the series of lectures, given under the auspices
of the Association, during the latter part of October. The
first of these lectures, each of which began a few minutes after
nine o'clock in the morning, was delivered by Dr. Black on the
subject of "Some Things a Boy Ought to Know." Dr. Black
outlined some of these things, and discussed them from the
standpoint of the physician.

The second of these lectures, entitled "The Preservation of
Manhood," was delivered by Dr. C. B. Waller, who treated his
subject in terms of the biologist.

"The Evil Effects of Alcohol and Tobacco Upon the Sys-
tem" was the subject chosen by Dr. Steedly for the third ad-
dress. The speaker showed by means of illustrations the in-
jurious effects of alcohol and other intoxicants, and tobacco
upon the system. He stated that a very serious trouble,'
however, is found with our cigarette, the excessive use of
which is hurtful to the body, and finally results in the weaken-
ing of the character.

This course of lectures was concluded by Dr. H N Snyder
with three talks on the subject of "Some Student Problems "

Dr. Snyder, as did the other speakers, made a profound im-
pression upon the boys with their words of advice and wis-
dom.

THE STUDENT VOLUNTEER CONFERENCE.
The weekly service of October the twenty-fifth was com-

posed of a few brief talks in the interest of the Association
and reports relating to the work of the various committees A
special feature of this meeting was the adoption of a motion to
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invite the Student Volunteer Movement to hold its annual

conference at Wofford this winter.

BY WAY OF QUOTATION.

"Music is the mediator between the spiritual and the sen-

sual life. Although the spirit be not master of that which it

creates through music, yet it is blessed in this creation, which,

like every creation of art, is mightier than the artist."—Beetho-

ven. '



ADVERTISING TALK NO. 2.

Where do you trade at?

Does he advertise in any of the various Wofford

publications—either The Journal, Annual or the Y.

M. C. A. Hand-book.

Then don't you think it a good idea to reciprocate ?

If he asks for your trade, give it to him. If he doesn't,

trade with someone else who does.

That's not a boycott; that's reciprocity.

"Wofford Students Patronize Wofford Advertisers."
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FUTURE.

Banking knowledge is a strong factor of that education. Litera-

ture and business make a winning combination, Deposit your money
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EVERY ONE OF ITS OFFICERS AND EMPLOYEES HAS AT-

TENDED WOFFORD COLLEGE, and will welcome heartily every

STUDENT who may enter the BANK.
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Wofford men must trade only with Wofford advertisers.
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YOUR MEASUREMENT

Is taken by the students of the other South Carolina

colleges from the magazine you publish. Are you sat-

isfied with the product as it now is ? We are not.

You meant to write at the beginning of the year,

but you have kept putting it off. Don't do that—

write it now. Essays on live subjects wanted especi-

ally.

Help Us Issue the Best Magazine in Wofford's

History.
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Christmas Bells

(WYNKEN, '13.)

JTOA a /m^fe,

-<4»rf a tingle, tingle, tingle—
With what harmony they mingle

Comes the music of the bells—
Glad and joyous Christmas bells!

Christmas isn't half observed,

Tho' the cakes and pies are served,
And ones mind is topsy-turvy,

Teeming with the foods and sweets one smells,
Till one hears the Christmas bells!

Maybe they are school or church-bells;
Maybe they are passing train-bells;

Better if they're Santa'$ sleigh-bells:

But they really must be bells—
Must be merry Christmas bells!

Charming music they give to you—
Music that comes sweetly to you,
And goes racing quickly thro' you—

Music of the joyous Christmas bells,

As it floats across the dales and dells.

What a glamor they cast o'er us;
What a scene they bring before us,

As they blend in splendid chorus!
For they hold us in their spell—
They're the merry Christmas bells!
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The Haunted Palace

The day's sport was over ; or rather I might say that the

clashing of arms—for such was the real sport of those days-

had ended, and spectators as well as contestants were going

in all directions to their respective abodes. Though numbered

among the former, I was tired, for the tournament had been

in progress three long days, and one by one the knights drop-

ped out, until the final combatants numbered only two.

Scarcely had one of them fallen beneath the blows of the

other's battleaxe before I had mounted my horse and gal-

loped away. It was long past the noon hour, and the sun

poured forth its rays with very unpleasant effects upon my

weary head. All alone, I followed the road to the west,

hoping to reach Villianshire before nightfall. But, with the

passing moments, the distance seemed to grow greater—every

mile seemed two, my horse grew weary, and, indeed, the sun

was sinking fast. Slowly that great orb descended beyond the

horizon, its scattered rays arraying the sky with a golden

tint. Soon this gave way to twilight, stars appeared, and in

the far east the moon, with pale brilliancy, seemed to assume

the sceptre of the sun.

Beholding such changes in natural phenomena, and reflect-

ing upon the magnificence of the universe, I forgot myself.

But when I turned from these things and looked to my own

welfare, I found myself in strange surroundings. The road

seemed new, and there was nothing by which it was possible

for me to determine my whereabouts. Perhaps an hour had

passed since I had paid any attention to the appearance of the

road, and this discovery gave a momentary excitement. I went

forward, however, hoping that some familiar scene would ap-

pear from which I might direct my steps to the right road. I

began to contemplate my plight, and the strangeness of things

increased. My only hope seemed to lie in procuring a

resting place for the night and leaving to daylight the task

of guiding me thence.

With this last thought in view, I watched for some peasant

cottage. I remembered having passed several during the last
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hour, but now there was none in sight. In a few moments,
however, I glanced ahead and, to the right of the road, the
moonlight revealed, in the midst of a thickly set grove, a large
building. With a somewhat lighter heart, I approached it.

There was something in the general appearance of the place
that gave me a sort of hesitancy about venturing beyond the
threshold. A circular path led to the steps, which were very
massive and made of white stone. Huge columns supported
the roof of the portico, and the doors were tall, having the
appearance of steel. As I dismounted with a view of enter-
ing, a noise to my left interrupted me, and, turning, I saw
a lean, bent-over man approaching. His gray locks were long
and what features I could discern seemed to be bear marks
of toil and privation. With such a companion in such a
ghost-like place, I felt my position very seriously. My curi-
osity was aroused by his words.

"Are you the Prince, sir?" he asked in a weak voice. "I
thought I knew the sound of your horse's hoofs, and my
heart was made glad at the thought of getting back my
Mary."

"Prince" and "getting back Mary" were strange words
to me. "What," I ventured to ask, "do you mean by get-
ting back your Mary, and who is the Prince to whom you
refer ?" At which inquiry he grew very pale, and, with trem-
bling speech, went on :

"Then, you are not the Prince; I see you are a stranger.
But listen to my story; it is one of sorrow and suffering." So
saying, he seated himself upon the steps and motioned for
me to do likewise.

"You see," he continued, "it was many years ago when my
Mary was taken from me. She was young and beautiful, and
we were in love. To me she was more than sweetheart; she
was hope, my ideal, even life. I was concerned about nothing
but her, and though war was waging, I could not leave my
love to fight. It happened that after one of those terrible
battles a band of soldiers passed our little village. Among
them was a chief who lived in this very palace. He took my
Mary off with him, and, oh ! how my very soul did tremble



8 Wofford College Journal.

when I heard that she was gone. I followed, hoping that I

might help her escape from his brutal hands. She was

carried through these doors, and never have I seen her

since.

"Lingering near, I noticed one day that the chief went

away and carried, seemingly, all his household, but Mary was

not among them. She had been left behind—or perhaps mur-

dered—and I took advantage of this opportunity of trying to

rescue her. I approached the house, wondering in what part

she could possibly be. I ascended the steps and gave a loud

knock at the door, but got no answer. Then, filled with dread,

I entered and made my way very cautiously through the

great hall, looking about me for an opening from it. At the

end a small door opened into another hall, this one very

dark. My fears increased, and, though I walked as softly as

possible, my footsteps on the hard floor echoed and re-echoed

from the grimsome walls. But suddenly—oh! I can hear them

now—there came sounds from the farther extremity, fear-

ful sounds they were, mingled with cries of distress. Know-

ing that the cries were from the lips of my Mary, I rushed

forward with all my might ; but I had gone scarcely half way

when, by some unseen force, my feet were taken from under

me. This same force pushed me through a narrow opening

into a dimly lighted room, and there strange forms flitted to

and fro. I was frightened almost to death, when a shadowy,

human form said to me : 'You seek your sweetheart, but you

must listen to me if you hope ever to see her again. She has

been fastened in a little dungeon and you can never release

her. You must wait till a Prince from a distant land shall

come on horseback and dismount at the door. He will go

straight into the dungeon and set your Mary free. But listen

!

you must never come inside the palace, nor even to the door,

until the Prince shall come. You or any one else doing that

must die.' I was then allowed to leave the room. I soon was

out of the palace, and have waited here these years for the

Prince. I see you are not the Prince and we are doomed

Our bodies shall this night be thrown into a pit. Hush! I

hear them now. They're coming ! they're coming
!"
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My hair pushed off my hat; I tried to hold myself steady

on the steps ; the old man had told the truth. "They're com-
ing! they're coming!" had no sooner been said than I, too,

heard strange sounds, as if a multitude of monsters had been
made angry within. The doors flew open; I arose to my feet.

My strange and pallid companion was being carried away.
On his face was the expression of grief as he uttered a faint

cry, "Mary!" From every side coming at me were hideous
forms. They pressed nearer. I lost my balance and was borne
away in their deadly clutch. Into the palace, through the

dark hall and thence into a small apartment. Horrible cries

made me deaf; my very life was leaving me. Looking up-
ward, I saw through a tiny opening in the roof a last beam
of light • I could see it no more, and beneath I saw only death
and darkness, a deep pit, with hideous monsters writhing and
shrieking. Trembling in my very soul, I felt myself fall-

ing, and

—

I awoke. It was only a dream.
J. E. F., '14

0

Every Little Moment
(H. B. KILGORE, '15.)

Every little moment
On time's fleeting wings,

Can be spent in doing

Nobler things.

Every day that passes

Has some deeds for you;
Make Life worse or better

With each deed you do.

Every little moment
Has these words to say,

"Do it now or never."

Then it creeps away.
!
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Reformers—Sacred and Profane

Slow moving is reform. Reformers are hooted while alive

and praised when dead. But steadily the reform tramps on,

and new men rise up to take the place of those called away

by death. Sarcasm and raillery greet any sincere and frank

attempt to better conditions, and the man starting with an

equipose of temperament is driven to the fury of a madman.

Fortunate is he who can contemplate in the fullness of his

consciousness of duty well performed that such is the natural

order of things.

Old orders die hard, and the dying struggle often looks

like a triumphant re-awakening. Blessed is that man of re-

form who takes his abuse kindly, regretting its occurrence,

but excusing its occurring. More blessed is that man of mil-

itant abilities who fights strongly, but withal holds fast to

the recognition that the opposition he encounters is part of the

natural law. Fighting hard that he may quickly slay, he is,

nevertheless, still without personal enmity, and sees a man go

down, not because of the man, but because of his creed. Rec-

ognizing that if in the wrong he must meet his death, not be-

cause of his personal nature, but because his removal is nec-

essary to the extinction of his principles, he goes into the

fight prepared for either emergency. He fights clean and if

defeated, due recognition, withheld from his creed, must be

tendered the man. Due to this fact, he acknowledges like

motives in others, and underneath the tempest of the strug-

gle for principle, there runs still the deeper current of admira-

tion and sympathy for his opponents. Victory brings rejoic-

ing for the survival of principle, but sadness for personal de-

feats, which, though necessary, are deplored.

Personal animosity in a controversy will never be perma-

nent to a man of culture. He may, under the tearing strain

of his emotions, lose control of his finer sensibilities and

launch forth in a bitter tirade against his fellow man,

But on reflecting he will see his error and regret that the emo-

tions, even of an educated man, may sometimes rule the intel-

lect. He would yearn to explain to his fellow man the cir-

cumstances, but a battle for principle is on, and no wavering
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can come from the ranks. Consideration and kindness must
be given to every man, but if once withheld, there must be no
apologies, for even a personal apology would be deemed a re-

nouncing of principle. Consequently, the aggrieved opponent,

because the other, while preaching the doctrine of principle-

fighting without the entry of personages, had assailed him,

forgets that the other cannot make the proper personal amen-
ities without hurting the principles for which he fights, and
sends back a more personal attack. Blessed is the man who,
through the weakness of his emotions, has become engaged
in slinging personalities, but who can still look upon that ac-

tion of his opponent without being bitter towards him. Reply
he must for the sake of his principles, which would suffer in the

eyes of some if he did not. But let him do so, recognizing

the nature of things as they now are, and praying inwardly
for a better day. Reply he must, and forcible must be his

response ; but let him delay it until fully cognizant of the fact

that he harbors no personal feelings, though dealing in per-

sonalities, and also cognizant of the same feelings in the heart

of his fellow man, who now through the conflict of principles

is his opponent.

Thus it will come about that in future the leading men of

the times will be able to bitterly arraign a man's principles

and sincerely love his personal character. It is the nature of

man to be forceful in fighting down a matter which he be-

lieves to be wrong. We must recognize this in him, and
when we see one man assail another we must draw a distinc-

tion between personal and principle denunciation. How-
ever, in the latter there is a person to be dealt with. A man
stands forth, the accredited champion of a principle. His op-

ponent, to strike down the principle, must of necessity cause
his downfall. But when he falls, it is not he, but his principle.

Through him his principle dies.

When a man takes up a battle for principle, whether it be
a just one or not, he shows a certain degree of genius and
self-sacrifice. He links his fortunes with those of his creed,

and says, "I stand with thee, or I fall." And when the at-

tack comes, as come it must, the brunt of the fighting is on the
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champion in the lists. If he falls, his cause is lost, and woe

be unto the cause that has for its representative a faithless

knight.

Thus it is when a champion rides in the lists in behalf of

principle. If victorious, his cause wins glory; if defeated, he

wins shame. But in the fight between the two champions,

though each tries to slay his fellow, there should not be

any personal malice. But it is the nature of men, somehow,

to develop these animosities in life. The man is happy who

can distinguish a defeat of a creed from the downfall of a

man. The time is soon to be when this will be universally

acknowledged, but such intelligence moves slow. Many faith-

ful hearts will pass away before it is accomplished, but re-

member, this world was slow in its making.

The distinction between person and principle is the differ-

ence between a statesman and a demagogue. No man be-

lieves he is a hypocrite. But often men mistake their own

little selves for the master man; the champion of an eternal

cause. Here personal bitterness is engendered. The dying,

defeated, hypocritic demagogue falls to the earth and can

find no solace. He cannot lean on the consciousness of a bat-

tle well fought for a holy cause, which, though temporarily

down, must rise again. Consequently, in his defeat he sees

the end of everything, and in his despair he moans a direful

wail. No man who is faithful to the cause for which he

fights can be embittered against his opponent on account of

his defeat, for he must regard it only as a temporary check

to the advance of his principle, and, thinking little of himself,

he triumphantly expects his cause to prosper. Unless the

ego has undue development, the joy therefrom, and the con-

solation of having done his true duty, will more than counter-

balance his personal sufferings.

The reformer who fights for principle need not be discour-

aged. Sin and wrong exist in the world, and the nature of

some humans has been warped to an unnatural bent. His

duty is clearly to recognize this presence of wrong motives in

powerful men, who sincerely believe themselves to be cor-

rect. He need not try to convince them of the error of their
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thinking, he need not try to compromise. There can be no
compromise in a battle of principles. His duty is to fight; to
slay these advocates of wrong principles, but to bear in mind
that the man with whom he fights is just as sincere, just as
honest and just as much a lover of humanity as he is. Let the
battle be clean, decisive and humane, and when the victory
comes, as come it will, to those in the right, let them not show
a proud spirit to those honest men who fought for the right,

as it seemed to them. Being men, they could do no more,
and being a man, you can do no less.

Reforms move slow. Reformers are abused, but the fight is

on the doctrine which he brings and not on himself. Nobody
would ever worry about him. Then, to reformers everywhere,
greetings. When abuse and misrepresentation boil around
you, remember that your traducers are bone of your bone and
flesh of your flesh. H. S. S., '13.

NTght

Night is settling, like a pall,

Over woodland, field and dale;

With a dismal, sable hand,

She applies her darksome veil.

Sunbeams quickly vanish—to

Other regions fast departing,

Leaving only darkness—shadows
Lightly shifting, freely darting.

Daylight lingers, waning fast;

Darkness hovers on all sides,

Save to westward^ where alone

1 Twilight, with a glow, abides,

As if loath to take her leave.

Clouds are drifting, pink and red
With the flush of dying day—
Steeped in sunlight as it fled.

Night has spread her sable wings

;
Over meads and woodlands all,

Day is held in servitude,

And unbroken is her thrall. D. L. E., '13.
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Land of Lost Youth

(chick a dee, '13.)

"Stranger, tell me of the country

That is filled with joy and mirth—
Where there's always sunshine : surely

'tis the happiest spot on earth!

"Stranger, have you seen this country—
This far-distant land of bliss,

Where there's never sorrow—tell me,

Is there such a land as this?

"Stranger, tell meb
where's this country!

This Utopian land of dreams?

Long I've sought it, yet not found it,

It eludes my search, it seems.

"Stranger, I would give my fortune

Just to find that land today,

Where the sunbeams ever linger,

And the shadows ne'er hold sway!

"Stranger, do not look so sober,

Or you'll drive my hopes away.

Surely in your travels you have

Seen it—where's this land, I pray?"

"Ah, my friend, it grieves me sorely

To dispel your eager dreams;

I have sought it vainly—there's

No Utopian land of dreams.

"Comrade, once I thought I'd found it,

That it lay before my eyes;

But I was mistaken—dreaming

Only can one see that prize!

"Then, my friend, don't seek it longer,

For 'twill cause you only ruth:

You will never, never find it—
Lost forever is your Youth!"
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In Payment of Account

It was a very hot day in June, the paved streets threw a
glamor and glare into your eyes, and the many show windows,
reflecting back the slanting rays of a mid-afternoon sun, daz-
zled and confused you. The street cars hummed by, leaving
a swirl of dust behind them; swiftly moving motors raced
through the sultry air, and hundreds of people were walking
down the sidewalks of one of Philadelphia's side business
streets—it doesn't matter which one—but, amid all the bub-
dub, hurry and rush, one man walked, deeply concerned in

thought. Hat off, head bowed, he paced slowly along, pass-
ing Independence Hall and other places of historical interest
without even glances of recognition, and every now and then
a bitter look of sadness passed across his brow. Harrison
Young, a well-to-do business man, especially so when con-
sidered in the light of his few years in the business, was
good-looking, and it was not strange that people turned
around to watch the figure moving so abstractedly along in the
crowd.

But to introduce our hero, for such he is to be, we must
give not only the time and staging of his appearance, but also
the essential facts of his history, that you may know the whys
and wherefores of his dejected appearance. We will begin
when he was eighteen, a freshman at Hadley's College. He
had graduated in the course of four years, and nothing good
could be said of his record in lessons, and even less about his
record outside of books. The son of a rich father, who pre-
sented him monthly with a check large enough to cover ex-
penses and allow a wide margin, he had joined the body of
students destined by the possession of wealth to belong to a
class of know-little, study-none and loaf-all crowd of boys,
whose chief topic of conversation was always centered in two
lines, to stray from which it was impossible—the first, sports,
covering them all; and the second, women. When two such
combinations are introduced at the same time, no modifying
clause or phrase need suggest the themes of the second topic.

He lived his life. With a silver spoon in his mouth, he
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began perfecting himself in the arts of a rich gentleman,

according to his school, and, to tell the truth, he made a great

success. There are several admission requirements that have to

be filled satisfactorily before one can hope to enter this school

of model gentlemen, some of them being the ability to swear

loudly upon any and all occasions, whether there be ladies

present or no ; in fact, the more ladies present the more inde-

pendent the man using the oath ; the second requisite was to

be a militant prohibitionist ; that is, drink up all the intoxicat-

ing liquors so that the weaker of mankind won't have the

temptation to face, and in this Harrison was a past master.

The third unit in the school requirements was not always in-

sisted upon, but, however, if a man could pass the first two,

not to mention the fourth, he would be admitted into this

School of M. G.'s. But, as to the third requirement, it can

be expressed briefly : a man, to be a perfect gentleman of leis-

ure and fashion, should not have any religion; of course, a

man could perfunctorily believe in God, but to the extent of

letting the ideas connected thereby interfere with his pleas-

ures—why, in the school for model gentlemen this was in-

conceivable. The fourth requisite to enter the lists of this

school was simple and direct. You didn't have to believe in

it, you didn't have to practice it, but, no matter what you be-

lieved and what you practiced, you must by all means per-

mit and sanction it in others. This final, of all the require-

ments or ear-marks of a model gentleman, was the sowing

of wild oats in young men, although the school did not object

if older men continued even after their youth had given way

to maturity. As for the woman, she was not concerned in

the canons of this school; she, for herself, could make rules

and establish safeguards, but the school of model gentlemen

at Hadley's College did not profess to have any respect or

obligations for obeying these laws.

This was the school Harrison Young entered, not the one

his fond parent imagined he was sending him to. This was

the tuitions that had to be paid from increasing monthly

checks. Occasionally Harrison Young, Sr., father of Harri-

son, Jr., paid a formal visit to the college, upon which oc-
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casions his dutiful heir and namesake presented the model of
studiousness and temperateness, not to mention religion and
other sundry things not required by the school for model
gentlemen. Young, Sr., never failed to call on the author-
ities to see how "my boy, Harrison, is behaving himself,"
with a bright parental smile of pride and expectation. The
authorities, on their part, never failed to express their high
opinion of "your fine boy, Harrison," who was doing wellm his studies and conducting himself like a gentleman, and,m fact, so he was, according to the school he was in. Whether
or not the college officials always rosied the life of Harrison
on his account or because of the support of the well-known
rich business man, we know not. It may have been because
the chancellor knew his gray-haired mother, and wanted to
save the tears that would come to her eyes—a purely kindly
motive, but one that could not but fail to work well for Har-
rison, Jr., and at the same time in the end to disappoint Har-
rison, Sr., as well as the gray-haired lady the chancellor was
so willing to save.

But, be that as it may, no parental objections came to stop
Harrison in his course of study at the school for model gen-
tlemen. He stood well—not in the college he was attend-
ing—but in the school for model gentlemen, at which he was
studying and perfecting himself. It came to pass, however
that Harrison graduated at this school before he did at the
college. It wasn't his father that stopped him in his effort
to attain the gentlemanly arts, nor was it his dear old gray-
haired mother that caused him to stop his course at th*
school; neither was it any evangelical meeting, held by some
good brother at the college—none of these stopped him

; nor,
in fact, was it anybody or anything that stopped him. But
he stopped—one by one he abandoned the tenets of his
model school for gentlemen, one by one he stopped holding
on in theory as well as in practice its doctrines and opinions
until finally he became admitted into a second school to
which his father had not sent him, and to which his father
had always thought him to belong, namely, the school of manly
men. This school also had its precepts and proverbs, most of
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which were diametrically opposed to those held by the school

of model gentlemen, and it was in this school that Harrison

began his course towards the end of his senior year.

Why? Of course there was a reason, which was chiefly be-

cause Harrison Young, being a logical, well-balanced young

man, had reasoned and counselled with himself, and had de-

liberately rejected the teachings of his former school, denied

himself the four precepts rigidly held to heretofore and be-

came an exponent of the school of manly men. But there

was also a reason why he had counselled with himself, and

this reason was also easy to find. Harrison Young had been

invited by Louise Jansen, one of his lady friends, to attend

a reception and dance which she was giving in honor of her

cousin from Baltimore, whom she described "as a sweet

southern girl, with queer ideas and a little bit old-fashioned/

but whom another characterized as a "Puritanic prissy from

Maryland." He had gone to the party with the intention of

missing the cousin entirely if possible, but he had not sue-

It was after the twelfth dance, and Harrison Young dis-

covered the fact that the last dance on his card was taken

up by Myra Johnson, the cousin in whom the affair was in

honor The disconcerting effect of this discovery was caused

by the fact that after this dance the time was to be given

over to conversation, and he feared that he would be stuck

with the sedate maiden with whom he had the dance
_

As he

walked towards her, however, he could not but admire her

beauty not caused by low-cut clothing, or suggestive lines,

but the old-fashioned neatness and prettiness, which made a

great impression upon him. As he danced through the closing

waltz, this strange girl talked volubly, though not rapidly, upon

any topic commenced. Only once did she fail to take part in

the conversation, and that was when Harrison Young, then

a member of the school of model gentlemen, commenced the

line of slush, well recognized as worthy of a graduate of his

school by all his fellow classmates. His line succeeded pretty

well, and, although she was silent, he fancied that she re-

sponded to his advances, until he began openly making love to
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her, and was instantly silenced by the young lady in a most
gracious manner. "You know," she replied to one of his au-
dacious darts, "I have a little too much of my mother's old-
fashioned ideas to talk with you like that. If you please, let's
talk about something else." And the wonder was, he did. So
confused did he become that he conversed very glibly and,
he thought, proficiently upon the beautiful arts of the ancinet
Greeks, such as "the masterful paintings of Raphael, and the
writings of Virgil." In the school for model gentlemen this
statement would have been accepted as unqualified proof of
his studiousness and enlightenment.

From that evening on Harrison Young began liking Myra
Johnson. She stayed with her cousin three weeks, and Har-
rison Young spent at least two evenings weekly around at
Louise Jansen's, and, strange, he always talked to the guest,
but that was not surprising—the school for model gentlemen
always insisted upon a very showy politeness. But the ad-
miration was genuine—she frankly liked the boy, despite his
reputation, and he on his part openly liked her. However,
they did not talk love, or the usual line handled by graduates
of the M. G. school. One time he had begun in earnest, and,
realizing his earnestness, she had frankly told him not to
think about it. She knew his reputation too well to be any-
thing but friends, and asked him to quit the fast life. Several
weeks later, after Miss Johnson had gone home, she received
a letter from him saying that he was going to follow her sug-
gestion, and hinted broadly about his future hopes. She an-
swered graciously and promptly, congratulating him, and ex-
pressing the desire to see him again some time.
But we didn't intend telling the story of their love affair,

courtship and marriage. Suffice it to say that they loved each
other upon closer acquaintance, and that three years after his
graduation they were married in Baltimore and he had
brought his bride to Philadelphia. He loved her very tenderly,
and, true to his promise, he had long ago given up the practices
of his old school. He had never been able, however, to accept
religion definitely, like Myra; his mind wandered, usually
ending by accepting Myra's faith as a shelter, and he never
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gave the subject serious thought. Their married life ran

happily for about a year, when, upon returning from a brief

business trip, he had found that his wife was very sick. As

the sickness increased, she was removed to the hospital, where

the doctor had broken the news, kindly and gently, that an

operation was necessary to save her life, if even that was pos-

sible. He had bravely kissed his smiling wife good-bye and

left her room, but once outside he wept bitterly. The doctors,

however, encouraged his hopes, telling him to go home and

rest, that as soon as a definite result could be known a mes-

senger would be sent him.

Thus it was that Harrison Young, wealthy, prosperous and

sad, paced the streets of Philadelphia one hot, sultry June

morning, without seeing any of his friends or anybody else

passing by him. His mind was about a sufferer, one that he

loved, who was paying for his sins. He knew it was unjust

and hurried home to think, and, yes, even to pray to Myra's

God—He didn't belong to him—to save his Myra.

It was about one hour afterward that Harrison Young

stood before a blazing fire in the hearth, his hand resting in

his hip pocket, musing audibly to himself :
"It may be that

there is a God, as Myra says, and if so, Myra will be saved,

because He can't let her, a faithful one, suffer for my sins, who

does not even believe in Him. It would be just for me to suffer,

and if there is a God in heaven, I don't see why she should

be dying for my sins, and I be unharmed. It can't be, and

yet my sins will have to be paid for. If not by Myra, there-

fore by me. It may be wrong, Myra ; it may do no good, but

if your God is in heaven, He'll understand." He was inter-

rupted—one of the hospital's boys was ringing the bell with a

note in his hand, and as the bell rang Harrison raised his right

hand from his hip pocket: "I hope this settles the account,

God," and pulled the trigger, as he waited for the shot he

never heard. Keystone.
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The Indian

(O. RIOLE, '13.)

I'm the white man's terror,

I'm a mighty chieftain,

Warrior brave and fearless:

I'm an Indian, fleet and
Slender, like the arrow,

As it leaves my bow, and
Whizzes thro' the distance

To the heart of the foe.

"Long is my remembrance,
And as true as life is,

Keener, tho'
, my hate is—

Sharper than the knife is:

Red Man's not forgetful,

He remembers ever,

He will kill the en'my,
But the friend—no, never.

"Tomahawk and hatchet,

Hunting knife and fire-brand,

Weapons warlike, willing
}

Terrify the white man.
Pale Face bro't his rifle,

Whence the bullet whistles,

But I like it better

Than all other missiles.

"Pale Face left his country

In his boat with wings,

Came across the waters,

Where the sea-bird sings;

Sent us from our country,

Drove us from our lodges,

Hunted in our forests,

Where the roebuck dodges.

"Pale Face drove the Red Man
From his hunting-ground,
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Planted in its place

School and church and town;

Drove him o'er the prairie,

Where the coyotes call,

Drove him from his village,

And his corn-fields, all."

Once the Indian carried

Scalps hung at his belt;

Now he carries only

Loads of furs and pelt;

Nature treats unkindly

These her Children Red,

White men treat them wrongly—
These our Brothers Red.

Our Problem in the Phillippines

(W. C. BETHEA, '14.)

On that eventful May first, 1898, when our battleships, un-

der the command of Geo. A. Dewey, steamed silently into Ma-

nila harbor flying the emblems of a great country at their

mastheads and soon silenced the forts and redoubts that

girded the harbor, a new era was ushered in and a country

that had been long under Spanish oppression began slowly to

rise from the depths into which it had sunk. Little did the

United States know what a problem she was taking upon

herself; but, after fourteen years of faithful service, she has

at last begun to realize what a vast undertaking she had as-

sumed.

It indeed looks ungrateful for the Filipinos to demand that

the government be placed in their hands after they have been

freed from the toils of a treacherous and oppressive nation. On

the other hand, let us look back a few years into the history

of our own country and see the conditions under which we

were laboring, and how we met these conditions, striving to

gain our free'dom from a stern and unjust mother-land. When

the thirteen colonies banded together and determined to fight

for their freedom, they were then enjoying the wealth, the
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privileges and the influences of a high civilization, yet the
desire for freedom was too strong, and on July 4th, 1776, the
Declaration of Independence was signed. It declared that all

men are created free and equal and are endowed with certain
inalienable rights, among which are life, liberty and the pur-
suit of happiness. The United States, as a republic, has al-

ways upheld the grievances and complaints of an oppressed
people, and, by the Monroe Doctrine, she has forbidden any
power in the old world to seize and hold possessions in the
new world. If a possession of our country demands that we
give them freedom, should we, from a spirit of greed and a
desire for a coaling station, turn a deaf ear to these entreaties
and go against the precedent which we established in 1776?
Just such a problem confronts us today in the issue, "Should
the Philippines be given their independence ?"

In order to gain a clear conception of our duty, we should
first look at the results of our fourteen years of tutelage, and
we should then look at the question from a moral, intellectual

and financial standpoint. Then, if we are convinced that the
Filipinos are ready to govern themselves, we should at once
give them their independence, regardless of any mercenary
reason or desire for naval supremacy. As Manila is the me-
tropolis of all of the islands, let us first glance at some of the
improvements that have taken place there during the last few
years. The docks and piers are large and substantial, and
would be a fine acquisition to many of our harbors on the
Atlantic coast. The streets are paved and clean, being very
wide, thus allowing double street car tracks without hindering
traffic. In the days of Spanish rule, the streets were narrow
and very dirty. There are between fifty and sixty miles of
track leading to all parts of the city, and the population, on
account of these facilities, is a great deal less congested than
it was before. Of the uniformed policemen, over two-thirds
are natives, and the fact that Manila has less crimes than any
city of its size under the American flag tends at least to show
that they are efficient and painstaking. Natives are in charge
of the fire department, which is up-to-date and is the pride
of the city.
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The bettering of health conditions is by far the most im-

portant change. Year after year young doctors from this

country enter the Philippines, where there is a wide field for

the carrying on of their profession. Today every town of any

size has a physician, and in addition to these there are a great

many native doctors, who have either graduated from the

College of Medicine at Manila or have learned many useful

things from the licensed physicians. Disease is now being

fought with telling effect. In one year over two millions

were vaccinated. Plagues are a thing of the past, and the epi-

demic diseases no longer get beyond control.

The above results all go to show what remarkable good has

been done
;
but, as we all know, the solution of a problem in-

volving a great deal of ignorance can only be gotten through

the influence of education. In this part of her obligation the

United States has done well. In every town there is a school

under the management of an American ; even in the country,

schools are numerous. Every year college graduates go to

the Philippines and enter the constabulary, and one of their

essential duties is the teaching of the ways and customs of

our people. The children are not only taught, but they are

carefully trained in the art of teaching, so that when they

have finished they are then prepared to go out and teach

among their own people. Even a few years ago there were

three thousand four hundred and thirty-five primary schools,

one hundred and sixty-two grammar schools, thirty-six high

schools, twenty-two schools for agriculture and domestic sci-

ence, and a college for medicine. Many schools have sprung

up since then and great strides are being made ;
thus, it is only

a question of a few years before education will change this

country from a people speaking many dialects into a new and

firm civilization.

Had Spain attempted these improvements, she could not

possibly have reaped the splendid results that American ambi-

tion and energy have received, because, although a country

may have good intentions, yet if she attempts to carry them

out in a despotic way, good results will not be forthcoming.

We have given to the Filipino the right of provincial self-
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government. They are allowed to elect their own General
Assembly and House of Representatives. The rulings of
these bodies are law, and can only be vetoed by the president
of the United States or the Philippine commission, which is

composed of four Filipinos, four Americans, the governor-
general and the vice-governor, who are also Americans.

We have now looked at the good results obtained during
our tutelage and at the power of self-government that is

now allowed the Filipinos. Let us now look at some of the
reasons why our government, although they realize that the
Filipinos have made great strides, yet they do not feel as yet
that they are ready to launch their frail ship of state upon
the perilous sea of self-government.

_

The population of the Philippines is between seven and
eight million people. At a recent election the total vote
throughout all the islands did not reach one hundred thousand,
thus showing that instead of all the people speaking, not quite
two per cent, spoke. Of the members elected, a majority
wanted to continue their heretofore peaceful relations with
the United States, believing that the granting of independence
would throw their country into tyranny and oppression, thus
making civil war inevitable. In 1904 the province of Samar
was overrun by brigands and in less than four months fifty

thousand people had been made homeless. The constabulary
could not cope with such a problem, and the United States
army had to be called out. If self-government was placed in

the hands of the Filipinos, would such an uprising break out

;

and if so, would it be suppressed?

On the other hand, the United States in the past has felt

that the Filipinos were not ready for self-government. Could
we keep our pride and national honor and at the same time
hold our places in the high esteem of the other nations of
the world when we knowingly took this trust upon our shoud-
ers and dropped it because the postal system was not self-

supporting, and since it cost more to keep our army up and
defences in order in the Philippines than in our own country?
It indeed seems that the old saying, "A little learning is a
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dangerous thing," has inspired in the hearts of the Filipinos

a desire for power, regardless of their efficiency.

The naturalization of the Philippines has been suggested

by some of our statesmen, but how could such an effort be

tolerated when we made such a miserable failure of the

Samoan Islands? In a few years Germany had appropriated

the greater part of the islands for herself, while the United

States and Great Britain seized the rest. Although Egypt was

naturalized by England, it has become practically a depend-

ent province. Some of us think that in a few years the United

States and Japan will be at war. The nearness of the Philip-

pines to Japan would be an easy mark for her, and our ardu-

ous labors in the past would be all for naught.

We have seen the growth, the training and the capability

of the Filipino ; we have also seen the great amount of power

that now is in his hands. Should we, as liberty-loving Amer-

icans, desiring that justice should be meted out fair and im-

partially, hold these islands in subjection if we feel that they

have reached that state where they are capable of ruling

themselves ?

Congress is soon to meet, and no doubt this important ques-

tion will be brought up. May justice and freedom predomi-

nate, and, if the independence of the Philippines is declared,

may both countries reap golden rewards from the seeds of lib-

erty and justice that were sown in the past by a great and pow-

erful nation.

o

What's in a Name?
When will Steele Spann the Lake.

When is a Stallworth Moore than a Stackhouse?

If you are Owing anyone why not Paysenger?

If Eddie is a Blackman, is Olin White?

Whv does Syfan in the Summers?

If Waters were deep, could Pitchford them?

If MacFall would La Gette some one to Turner?

If a Wolfe were on Broadway, where would Ellerbe?

Is there any Gray Moss in Carlisle?

Do All Rhoads lead to Anderson? H. B. K.,
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"Will You Forget?"

(blynken, '13.)

You have told me plainly^

I can't win your love

;

Yet I love you, dearest,

With a changeless love;

You have heard my wooing,

Hear, then, this my plea,

When I'm far away, dear,

Will you think of me?

I will cross the ocean,

{I'll be feeling old)

I will visit countries

Bleak and chilly cold—
See Apollo rising,

And Orion set—
Tell me, will you, darling,

Will you then forget?

Maybe in the Future

I will cease to roam;
Maybe I will settle

In a cosy home;
Maybe I will wander—
Wander listlessly—

And 'tis not unlikely—
Will you think of me?

Dearest, we'll grow older

As the years flit past,

We'll be old so soon, dear,

Old age comes so fast!

When the shadows linger,

Ere my sun has set,

Tell me truly, dearest,

Will you then forget?
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A Poet's Christmas

(warren ariail, '16.)

On one of the side streets of Richmond, Va., there stood a

curious old building, which was made of wood. On ap-

proaching this building, one would first notice the peculiarity

of its shape. Although it was falling to pieces and was of very

little value, there was something about it that made it at-

tractive to the eyes of strange people. On entering this old

house, a stranger would find within it several rooms, one

large and the others small. The large room was sometimes

used by the owner of the building as a meat market. The

smaller rooms were never in use at all, except when discovered

by tramps and paupers, who found them to be a clean rest-

ing place.

It was during the year 1842, on one cold September day, that

a strange young man made his first appearance in Richmond.

At first, he attracted the attention of some people by the ex-

pression on his face, and by his ragged clothes. For a few

days he carried his baggage about with him through the dif-

ferent streets of Richmond. He said nothing to anybody, and

never came in contact with any one.

Some days after the young man had come to Richmond,

there was considerable talk about him among the people. No

one could imagine who this brilliant looking pauper was. For

several days the sensation continued, but it was suddenly for-

gotten. The stranger had disappeared.

Early one morning an unknown man was seen to enter the

old building, with a bundle upon his back. The man appeared

to be about twenty years of age. He was a handsome youth,

with long, black hair and a high forehead. His face was fair,

and the expression in his eyes was deep and solemn. From

the touching look he bore on his face, he must have had a

great sorrow to contend with during his past life. He entered

the large room, and, after looking about, he finally decided to

venture into a smaller one. On entering, he discovered that

he had found himself a home in which he could be undis-

turbed.

1
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The first night within this new home was the most pleasant

the young man had spent in a long time. It was the first night
he had slept beneath a roof for some months. He had become
accustomed to wandering about the different forests. No-
where was home to him, and none were his friends.

Some weeks passed by. October now had made its appear-
ance into the world. It was in the morning, and the world
without was covered with snow. The young man sat within
a chair, writing on his homemade desk. A few books lay scat-

tered about him, some on the floor and some beside his couch.
For some moments he slowly wrote. His mind seemed to be
in great strain, and the expression in his eyes was dreamy.
Suddenly he placed his pen upon the desk.

"At last," exclaimed he, "I have finished it. For the last

months I have labored upon it. Now, if I can get a pub-
lisher, it will be a success, I believe."

At that moment some one entered. "For de Lawd's sake,
Mister Epjohn, youse am still figurin' at dat table. Don't
you never git tired a tall ?"

The young man looked around. "Aunt Ida, it is all I'm fit

for."

"Hey, but don't yer git kinder cole sometimes here widout
a fire ?" asked the old slave, looking about her.

"Well, sometimes, Aunt Ida," replied the young man, "but I

have to stand it. Such is life."

"Dat's right, life hain't fit fur nothin', anyway, to a poor
buckra," replied the old negro.

"It is true," said the young man. "Life is of no use to a
pauper like me—

"

"Wall," interrupted the old negro, "I has brung yer break-
fast; it am a good un, too. No, here, eat it, an' I will steal

back an' git de plate toreckly. Nobody don't know dis, an'
don't yer tell nobody."

The old negro laid the plate, full of steaming victuals, on the
couch, and then she quietly went away. The youth, whose
hunger was somewhat strong, immediately rose from his chair
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and began to devour the food. When he had eaten the last

piece of bread in the plate he lazily sat again at his desk.

"That old woman is black in color, but her heart is white as

snow. God bless the old negro. For a whole month she has

slipped me food, from somewhere. She is the only one who

knows me in this city."

A moment in silence passed by. Suddenly the youth ex-

claimed : 'T' must get this poem in some magazine before

Christmas, but I do not know any one in this city. Oh, that

something would happen ;
something that will help me !"

The next morning the youth sat within his chair and quietly

passed the moments away. He was in deep thought. "Christ-

mas is fast approaching," said he, "and I have not yet seen a

publisher
—

"

"Wall, Mister Epjohn," interrupted a voice, "yer hain't fig-

gurin' dis time, is yer?"

The young man looked around. "Aunt Ida, I'm not figuring

now, for I am in trouble."

"In trouble?" inquired the slave. "What habout? I'se brung

yer a good rashin' dis time."

"But I have a piece of writing," replied the youth, "I wish

to put in some paper, and I do not know any editor in Rich-

mond."

"Fer de Lawd's sake, dat am what my massa is
;
he am a

editor of papers, and he is a good man, too," said the slave.

"He is?" asked the youth eagerly.

"He sure am," replied the negro, and after a moment in si-

lence, she continued : "Now, here youse do take an' eat dis

rashin' while I does go and tell ole massa about yer."

When she had said this, the old slave quietly slipped away.

The young man, somewhat gladdened with the news, ate the

breakfast hurriedly.

Some hours had passed since the disappearance of the old

slave. The young man lay on his couch, reading from one of

Shakespeare's plays. Suddenly he heard his door open. Ris-

ing, he beheld a strange man entering the room.
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"Good morning, sir," said the stranger. "Eliot is my
name.

"Good morning," replied the youth. "Epjohn is mine, and
I am glad to know you, sir."

"Mr. Epjohn," said the stranger, "I am editor of the Rich-
mond Times, and at present I am in need of some contribu-
tions. My old slave told me an hour ago that you had been
writing for a month or two on something. She said she had
been watching you every morning after she had finished milk-
ing. She said also that she asked you this morning what you
were figuring upon so continually. You told her, I believe,
that you had written something, and that you wished to publish
it. Now, if you will submit that contribution to me, I will
carefully read it, and, if it be acceptable, then I will pay you
your price."

The young man thanked the editor and immediately handed
him the poem. The editor, folding the manuscript slowly,
thanked the youth and left the room.

It was Christmas morning. The world was covered with
snow, everything was beautiful without. The young poet sat
within his little room, reading from the Bible the story of the
birth of Christ.

"Hey dere, Master Epjohn, Christmas gif!"
"Well," replied he poet, "I haven't anything to give you

Aunt Ida, except a good will."

"Well, massa, dat's de best gif after all," replied the negro
I se done tole old missus about yer here alone, and she has

sent you a great big old dinner. Here it am."
"Saying this, the old slave held out a waiter to the poet. He

took it and, on looking into it, he found many delicious meats
and desserts, and many other things.

"Missus," said the slave, after a moment, "she's got com-
pany, an' I must be there helpin' her. I'll come back soon an'
will git de dishes. Merry Christmas, Mr. Epjohn !"

"Thank you, Aunt Ida," replied the poet. "The same I wish
to you. Many thanks to your mistress and yourself for this
dinner."
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After the poet had eaten the dinner, he took his Bible and

continued reading it. About thirty minutes passed away in

silence. Suddenly the door was heard to make a noise. The

editor entered.

"Good morning;, Mr. Epjohn," said he. "I suppose you

think that I have forgotten you entirely. I have come to tell

you that your poem has been published and I am due you

twenty-five dollars. Your poem was so exceptionally good that I

have decided to make you assistant editor of my paper. On

the first day of January your position will be ready."

The young man attempted to say something, but he was over-

Come with feeling.

"Sir, I thank you. May God bless you for it. This news

is the greatest Christmas gift that I have ever received. Thank

God for it."

The next day the people of Richmond were very much puz-

zled as to who Ezra Epjohn was. The poem, a Christmas

poem, had touched many of them, and they were anxious to

know the author. One man went so far that he offered a re-

ward. The young man remained silent within his little room,

and thanked God for the success.

*

Won by a Touchdown

("jimmy/' '14.)

There was a bustle without, and shortly a knock upon the

door of Dick's room, the occupant of which at this very mo-

ment was debating in his mind over the pressing question that

had brought the knockers hither. Hardly waiting for an an-

swer from within, the two husky-looking fellows stepped

in and, with extended hands, rushed to Dick's side and greeted

him with a most hearty welcome.

The seemingly brief vacation had ended, and with no little

joy did they assemble once again upon the campus to con-

tinue their studies. It was indeed pleasant to meet and greet

once more the fellow classmates. The campus was filled with

the jolly laughter of fellows rushing here and there, shaking

hands and slapping their old pals upon the back. So Har-
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rison and Johnson, not being able to find Dick among their

other classmates, had sought him in his room, not that they

were so intensely personally interested in Dick, but they were
anxious to put to him the question that meant lots to their

team. Even at this early date, they wished to ease their minds
over the report spread around during the summer that Dick
intended cutting out football the following year. A lively con-

versation followed, which soon drifted to a point where Har-
rison felt safe in popping the question, "Well, old boy, you
are going to be with us this year in handling the pigskin, are

you not?"

Dick looked up with a longing, yet doubtful, expression
'

upon his face as he said, "Harrison, I'll have to give you an
answer later." Harrison began to grow uneasy over the doubt-
ful answer, and put in, "Oh, come on, Dick; don't have the

slightest hesitancy in saying, Til be there when it comes to

football.' Well, I'll give you time to think it over, but in

your thoughts don't forget the block." The expression upon
Dick's face as Harrison spoke these last words betrayed his

feelings, which he caught like a flash, that Dick had an eager
desire of once more joining the squad.

As the two fellows left the room, Dick threw himself into

a Morris chair, lit his pipe, stuck it in the corner of his mouth
and, with a quick snap of his teeth upon the stem, sat there
with a determined look upon his face

;
yes, he was determined

to come to some definite conclusion before the dawn of an-
other day. The first thing that flashed to his mind was the
last sentence spoken by Harrison just before he left the room

:

"Don't forget the block." Dick repeated it, "Don't forget the

block." He gritted his teeth, half in scorn, half in earnest-

ness, with the faint hope that he might yet have that honor
bestowed upon him. However small or faint, there was yet a
spark of hope that burned within him, created by the thoughts
of higher ideals than the mere honor of wearing a block, yet

almost extinguished by the sickening thoughts that he had
fought with his last drops of energy for two long years toward
the goal of the coveted emblem. Two hours had passed since
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the boys left Dick alone to think over this matter ; the supper

bell had rung; there was a great noise on the outside, but

to him there was no sound ; he had severed himself from, the

surroundings and dipped into the depths of the problem he

was determined to solve. He questioned in his mind the un-

just opinion of the committee in pronouncing him unquali-

fied to wear a block. Conclusions soon arrived that thoughts

of this nature would amount to naught. 'Tis true he had

struggled for three years, during which time he had made,

so he concluded, some remarkable plays, and in the last game

with Kennedy University there flashed the thought of hav-

ing intercepted a forward pass upon the forty-yard line and

a run for a touchdown; but this matter was left entirely to

the block letter committee.

As he still sat there in the dusk of the afternoon, looking

out over the city, as the electric lights flashed here and there,

similar to the twinkling stars of a summer's afternoon, came

thoughts of Florence, and, in connection, the beginning of his

sophomore year, when first he had made her acquaintance. She

was a brunette of the extraordinary type, tall, erect, a perfect

figure, and her dark, sparkling eyes contained worlds.

Florence was rather eccentric in some of her views and opin-

ions, but this appealed all the more to Dick, having been one

of the particular qualities that first attracted his attention. Dick

became painfully aware that her eccentricity would probably

cause him much sorrow. He could not understand her views

in regard to the block letter. She had expressed to him the

first night of their acquaintance her admiration for a wearer

of the letter. So from this time forward he had worked hard

for the emblem, but without avail.

Dick had confessed to his best chum his intense secret ad-

miration for Florence from the first time they met. Hence,

we are not surprised that he should try hard in any way pos-

sible to win her favor, honor or admiration. To this one goal

he had directed his course. But, after all, he considered her

opinion upon this matter rather narrow. How could a small

scrap of felt improve his standing? Was not his moral and
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social conditions as good without as with this mark? But
such reasoning could not turn the opinion of queer Florence.

He firmly believed she preferred the company of his rival,

Harry, all on account of his block. After all, the mark was
only, in most cases, the sign of physical ability. However, the
association of Florence in coming to a decision was stronger
than all else.

With a depressed brow and squarely set jaw, he half aloud
hissed through his teeth, "I'll go in and win." It was all over,
now he arose, knocked the ashes from his pipe and stretched
himself as if a great burden had been removed from his

shoulders. He heard the pealing forth of the town clock.

"Gee! twelve o'clock. Well, guess I had better be crawling
in."

Next day, on his way to chapel, Harry hailed him : "What
about it, Dick, old boy?" With a faint smile came the an-
swer, "I guess I'll be with you, Harry." "Good," was Harry's
only comment.

Sveral weeks passed, during which time the squad met daily
upon the field to undergo their severe training. Each after-
noon the each would select a squad to buck the scrubs. Never
before during the last two years had Dick failed to take quarter
in these games. But on this afternoon, as the coach picked the
eleven, he called for the new man, Thompson. Although a
new man at this university, Thompson had held this position
for three years on the Page 'varsity. Now that Dick took his
stand upon the side line, he watched the movements of Thomp-
son with a surprisingly indignant feeling. He must admit that
his rival was quick as a flash, and besides, it would naturally
be his fate at this critical time for Thompson to take the posi-
tion of quarter. He sat upon the side line almost dazed. It

was truly hard to stand the wound inflicted at this critical

moment.

It was late in the season—several games had been played,
but he had taken part in only one. Thompson seemed to be
a superior player, for, under his management, the team had
won every game. Dick followed the team around as sub-
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quarter. It was hard, but seemingly fair; he had too much

manhood to harbor any hard feeling against either the coach

or Thompson, for they had none against him. It was per-

fectly natural that Thompson should try hard against him

and that the coach should pick the best players. Even through

all this hard luck, his relations with Florence had been drawn

closer ; he admired her above all others, to him she was more

than all else.

As the last game of the season was announced, Dick longed

for one more chance, just one, even if it were only a quarter,

but his heart sank, for he had stood on the side line for the last

four games. The afternoon of the big game was at hand, the

'varsity met in the gymnasium to dress, where they all seemed

in high spirit, except Dick, whom the coach noticed to be

rather gloomy, so as they filed out of the dressing room the

coach slapped him upon the back and asked if he felt like get-

ting in the game. Dick brightened up and, with a sparkling

eye, answered in such a manner that dispelled all doubts. The

few words from coach put new life in Dick; he snatched

his shoes on, and, with a brisk trot, made his way to the

grounds.

Both teams were now on the field. Dick surveyed the op-

posing squad; they were a husky-looking bunch, averaging

about one hundred and seventy. No doubt about Page College

being "there with the goods," as Dick expressed it, for their

percentage was one thousand. Both teams had met the re-

maining eight of the association, and neither had yet been

defeated. Today would decide the championship. It was the

biggest day for the college in all its athletic history. After

the team had passed the ball around for some time, coach

called them together to make his last thrilling appeal and name

the players for the final game. In a calm, clear voice, he said

:

"The following men will go in first for the varsity." He

called center, who disengaged himself from the bunch and

stepped to one side; then the two ends, tackles, guards, two

halves and full. There remained yet but the quarter. Here

a pause followed. Both Dick and Thompson held their breath.
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"Thompson will take quarter." Both bit their lips, but for
very different reasons. Thompson did not really want to play
against the team he had played on for three years ; he did not
mention it, but he really wished Dick had been called for
quarter. Dick wished for one more chance.

The game was called, and both teams trotted on the field.

College yells went up from all sides. Dick pulled his blanket
close around him and, with lowered head, made his way to
the side line, where he dropped limp upon the subs' bench.
Things around him grew dim, and with a sigh he whispered,
"Lost." But now he became suddenly aware that some one
was staring at him. He slowly raised his head and, with a
gasp, his eyes met Florence's. She was sitting to his left, not
more than ten yards away. She gave him a pitying look and
slightly bowed. Dick quickly dropped his head, and from
the corner of his eye watched the game.

"Gee
!
look at that !" The ball was upon his territory, and

Thompson had made a fumble. There was a hurrah from the
Page bunch, for their man had made a place kick. There
now arose a murmur, "What's the matter with Thompson?
He's playing bum." At the end of the third quarter the score
stood three and nothing in favor of the Page eleven. Thomp-
son had seemingly lost interest

; hence, the team had practically
gone to pieces

; their goal had been threatened several times in
the third quarter. At the beginning of the fourth, coach ran
out and motioned to Dick. His heart sounded like thunder
and his chest swelled as he quickly threw off his blanket and
trotted to the middle of the field. Coacn advanced
to meet him. "Dick, take Thompson's place at quar-
ter, and give us the best that's in you." As Dick
took the position, his teeth nearly met as he closed upon the
mouthpiece of his nose guard. He was determined. The
whistle sounded, and Page College kicked off. "First down,
ten to go."

Dick's team now had the ball; he went from end to end
along the line, saying a few encouraging words and slapping
the fellows upon their backs. "All right, fellows : let's so
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through. Rip 'em up!" The clear, earnest tone of Dick's

voice brought new vigor and a determination to the whole

team. "Formation X—32—16—9— 10." Fullback made a

plunge over right guard, but gained little. "Second down,

nine to go," called the referee.

"End tackle back, right 1, 2." Left half carried the ball

within twenty yards of the opponents' goal. Cheer after cheer

filled the air. "Ill batter their line," said Dick, but for the

next three downs the Page men stood like a stone wall. The

coach made a sign for a drop kick. Dick shook his head.

"What do you mean?" snarled the coach from the side line,

raging with anger.

Dick leaned over the center. "Eight, 9, 16, 24." It was

Dick's signal around the right. He caught the Page boys

napping, for they were expecting a line buck. He made a

quick side step and dodged their end, increasing his speed;

he met their full squarely in the face with a stiff arm, but

their quarter tackled low at an angle of forty-five and they

both fell headlong to the right. There was a great shout, but

soon a hush. A crowd rushed upon the field. "What's the

matter?" "Who's hurt?" came a number of voices. As

Page's quarter tackled Dick, both had been thrown violently

and in the fall Dick's head had\ struck the goal post. He lay

unconscious upon the ground. They quickly placed Dick

upon a stretcher and bore him to his room. All this time he

moved not a muscle. The doctors feared a fractured skull,

Toward the latter part of the afternoon a crowd of paraders

gathered under Dick's room and gave yell after yell. "Rah

!

Rah! Rah!" Dick slowly opened his eyes as he heard his

name called and, looking up, recgonized Thompson standing

beside his bed.

"What's all this? What's the matter? Tell me, Tom."

Dick's mind was addled for a moment, but soon Tom ex-

plained all. "But how did I manage to hold the ball ?"

"Just a streak of luck that you fell upon it ; that's all."

"I remember well when the quarter tackled me, but noth-

ing more."
i

,



Wofford College Journal. 39

At this point another great shout was heard from the out-

side calling for Dick.

"Do you feel like going to the window ?"

"Yes/' answered Dick.

So, placing him in a chair, they seated him near the win-
dow. As a faint smile played over Dick's face, he waved his

hand to the mass of beaming faces, who now almost shook
the building with applause. "Isn't it great, Tom ?"

Dick grew faint, so had to be moved from the window;
but as they turned him around he beheld a sight that made
his eyes sparkle and his heart leap with joy. What's that?"
The committee had held a call meeting and voted unan-

imously in favor of awarding Dick a block letter.

"Why, Dick, that's your block," answered Tom.
"And who sent those flowers?" pointing to a great bunch

of carnations upon the table.

"Open the note and see."

His heart beat rapidly as he recognized the well-known
hand, and, breaking the seal, he read

:

My Dear Dick:—You have won. Florence.
*

To Childhood

In Childhood's tender yeafs,

When peace each heart employs,

When life is free from cares,

And moments all are joys;

In days when friendship's ties

With stable bonds are made,
When hope attains the skies

And fills each earthly glade;

'Tis then the sun does shine

With bright celestial beams:
The birds, with songs sublime,

Make real youth's transient dreams.
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In grandeur flow the brooks,

And sweetly grow the flowers;

In fragrant, shady nooks

The bees abide in bowers.

'Tis in those days, I say,

That life is made real sweet;

And love's enchanting lays

Their matchless strains repeat.

In after life these days

Fond recollections bring,

And always in the soul

Youth's happy thoughts will ring.
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# EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT

In college elections the aim should

Wrong Methods always be to secure the more demo-

cratic way of electing officers, especially

in a college where nearly all the students are supposed to be

Democratic in sentiment. It is oftentimes impossible to elect

the best man to fill each position and at the same time have an
essentially democratic election. But even in an election where
a man is elected because of his popularity instead of his merit,

the election is more of an honor, and at the time is more
democratic than in cases where posts of college responsibility

are handed down by one student to another.

One strikingly apparent example of the latter is the execu-
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tive committeemen of the various colleges to the South Car-

olina Intercollegiate Oratorical Association, each of whom
names his successor. This is the present custom at Wofford,
as well as several other colleges we know of, and we presume
it is so at all of them. Such should not be the case. Although
Wofford has always had, as far as we know, good and loyal

representatives, we believe it is the wrong idea to allow a man
to pass down to his friend a position of both honor and respon-

sibility, which concerns the students of the college, instead

of the students electing him themselves. The man represents

the college, and the college should elect him.

Another ill-advised scheme of electing men for various duties

is that of letting the committees nominate or even in some
cases name who the man shall be. If the office is unimportant,

it makes no particular difference; but committees, in nearly

all cases, are not representative of the entire student body

—

they are usually appointed by the presiding officer in haste,

and therefore are usually those well known to him. An im-

portant office usually filled by this method is that of manager
of the baseball team. In this, too, we usually get a pretty

good man; but, as a matter of principle, all elections should

be as direct and democratic as possible. The students of any

institution should elect by direct means as many officers as they

can practically do so. We should not preach democracy in

life, and not practice it on a small scale in college affairs.

There are two publications at Wof-
Financial Publicity ford which are issued by representa-

tives of the students and are the prop-

erty of the students. They are The Bohemian, issued once a

year, and The Journal, issued the 15th of every month from
October to May, inclusive. They are each issued by a board

of editors elected by different methods, but who are only

the trustees of the property, acting for the studerrs.

These publications handle yearly between $2,000 and $2,500,

and, while most of this money is expended in issuing the

magazines, there is usually a surplus at the end of the yesr.
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The question arises, to whom shall this money go ? As far as

we have heard and been informed, the custom has been that

the business manager assume the money left over, after meet-

ing all expenses.

This is the wrong thing to do. The business manager as-

sumes no risk whatever, nor does he work as hard as others

on the staff. For him to be paid for his labors is unfair, un-

less every man on the staff be paid in proportion to his work
in getting out the magazine.

But the idea of any one connected with either of the staffs

wanting to be paid for his work alone, is selfishly individual,

to say the least. As far as The Journal is concerned, the

staff expects to use all money collected to issue and improve
the magazine. If there is any left over, we believe it would
be appropriate for the staff to entertain all the literary "stand-

bys" of the year as their guests at a banquet.

We have always favored publicity as to all money of the

students handled by their representatives, and, in accordance
with that policy, a financial statement will be published in our
last issue. This, of course, is not necessary because of lack

of confidence in any official, but simply because it is only just

and proper that the students who pay for the magazine should

know what is done with the money entrusted to our care.

The election of Woodrow Wilson

Wilson's Election means much to the Southern states.

Since i860 the people of these states

have had very little to do with running the government, al-

though they participated to a slight extent in Cleveland's ad-

ministration. With the exercise of power again vested in

the Democratic party, the Southern statesmen will again ex-

ercise great and influential counsel in determining the course

of the government. Solidly Democratic for years, the chair-

manships of nearly all the important committees will be filled

by Southern Democrats, into whose hands the running of the

government for the next four years has been entrusted. So
far the Northern press has not been alarmed by this fact,

and there is no reason why they should be. A nation, or a
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section, that produced such leaders as Washington, Jefferson,

Madison, Monroe, Jackson, Calhoun, Davis, Lee and others

needs nothing to qualify it for leadership.

A few facts will show how complete has been the isolation

of the South from participation in national affairs. Only one
Democratic president has been elected since the war (omitting

Wilson) and the South has voted solidly Democratic always.

(Except when controlled by negroes and carpetbaggers.) Of
the first thirteen presidents, nine were Southern men, while

of the next fourteen only one, Andrew Johnson, even claimed

Southern birth. Of the last fourteen vice-presidents, only one
has been a Southern man. Except for Southern men under
Cleveland, there has been no secretary of the interior since

1850, no secretary of the navy since its creation in 1881, no
attorney general. There have never been Southern men as

secretary either of agriculture or of commerce and labor. Ex-
cept for the ones under Taft, there has been no Southern sec-

retary of war since 1857. No Southern man has been en-

trusted with keeping the nation's finance since 1850. There
has been no Southern secretary of state, the most important

position next to president, since John C. Calhoun held the

office nearly seventy years ago. This, too, although eleven of

the first sixteen secretaries of state were Southern men.
The South, that is, the lower South, furnishes 126 electoral

votes, while the border states of Maryland, Missouri, Ken-
tucky and Oklahoma have 55 more, making 181 votes out of

the 266 necessary for a candidate to be elected. With this

important vote forming the backbone of the Democratic party

since the war, it can be seen that the South is, and ought to

be, the natural leader of the Democratic party. With such

men in Congress as Culberson, Martin, Tillman, Williams,

Underwood, Clark, Hoke Smith and others, there need be no
fear of the South failing in this, her latest opportunity of

directing the national government.

Childhood is a wonderful time. Not

Illusions of Childhood old enough to realize the responsibili-

ties and seriousness of life, and too



Wofford College Journal. 45

young to scent the dangers and disappointments just ahead

of it, it is a period of blissful happiness, of one joyous, care-

free day after day. We live in today's only in our childhood

—our mind not yet having grasped the momentous important

yesterday's and tomorrow's, that in after years load us down
with griefs we ought to forget and rack our mind with dan-

gers we ought not to anticipate.

The childish mind, not having had much experience, ac-

cepts whatever it sees as the true relation of things, and is in-

nocent and trusting. It is only after a child has already felt

the sting of misplaced confidence, or it has had the contrast of

good and evil before it, that the child becomes either sus-

picious or doubtful. It lives entirely in a world of idealism.

The lowest gambler in the community is the child's friend,

and he his partisan because of nickles generously bestowed
upon him; the ignorant man of all work on the place is very

distinguished and learned in conversation with the little boy,

who subsequently holds him up in admiration and esteem ; the

stingy landlord ejecting a sick, unfortunate old woman, un-

able to pay the exorbitant rent, is a just man, keeping an un-

principled woman from stealing from him; the grafting police-

man, in the eyes of the little boy, becomes the protector of the

weak and the keeper of the law; the slow and costly process

whereby the rich are freed and the poor punished, to the lit-

tle boy is the even hand of Justice—impartial always; the

bribe-taking politician is the statesman, honored by his fellow

countrymen; the loafing, gambling, worthless brother is an
ideal of all that is worthy and to be desired in a man; the

beautiful palaces of the rich are seen and admired, but the

squalid huts of the poor are overlooked ; the wealth of the rich

is envied, but the means of obtaining it are unknown; and a

thousand other illusions which are common to every child.

As he grows old, the illusions one by one depart, the ideal-

ized pictures of life disseminate into their rightful relations.

But it is all right, let the little boy enjoy his few days of

youth wandering in the land of perfect dreams; let him ex-

plore his castle to the furtherest ends, for all too soon will

come thundering upon him the true reality of things. Too
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soon will he be disillusioned; too soon will the visions of child-

hood fail to conceal the conditons of life. He will begin to

meet real life, the life in which he must live, but he won't

begin it any the worse for having dreamed of a perfect

Utopia, or of even living in it during the days of his youth.

EDITORIAL NOTES

In going out of the executive mansion. President Taft car-

ries with him the best wishes of all citizens of this country.

Even though opposed politically, we like his frank and unpre-

tentious utterances on some public questions.

The South Carolina College Press Association members
are back from their annual convention held at Winthrop Col-

lege. Many thanks are due the college and the people of Rock
Hill for the royal entertainment and hospitality accorded us.

The South Carolina College Press Association is a fine or-

ganization to learn each other and become acquainted, but not

much for serious business. That's no objection, however, it

being just and right that we college journalists know each

other.

Governor Blease created quite a furor in the Governors'

Conference at Richmond by his open and outspoken remarks

relative to the constitution and lynching. Many of the ladies

present left the hall, and several speakers rebuked his utter-

ances. Later the governors, by vote, condemned his attitude.

All this row in some near-Republican Democratic papers

about not desiring Bryan in the cabinet is tommyrot. Bryan

was the man who nominated WilsOn, and Bryan's vote four

years ago was larger than Wilson's this year, although Wil-

son was running on Bryan's platform and favored Bryan's

policies.
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At the recent meeting of the South Carolina College Press
Association the question was raised as to whether an editor
should write according to his own opinion or the opinion of
the college he represents, and, according to the discussion, the
members thought the former the proper method. As for our-
selves, we cannot conceive of any editor with a conscientious
opinion of his own acting as a barometer to the temperature
of the campus mind.
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MEETING OF SOUTHERN EDUCATORS.
The eighteenth annual meeting of the Association of Col-

leges and Preparatory Schools of the Southern States was

held in Spartanburg on November 14 and 15 at the invitation

of Wofford and Converse Colleges. Representatives from in-

stitutions of learning in states as far distant as Maryland,

Arkansas, Louisiana and Texas were present at the meeting.

The purpose of the organization is the improvement of col-

leges and preparatory schools by the establishment of definite

standards of college and preparatory work, and by the discus-

sion of their various problems.

After an informal reception at noon Thursday in the Wof-
ford College Library, the delegates were escorted to Carlisle

Hall, where, under the efficient direction of the ladies on the

campus, a bountiful luncheon was tastefully served. At the

conclusion of this, the first session of the association was held

in the Wofford chapel.

The address of Dr. Kendric C. Babcoek, of the United

States Bureau of Education, delivered in the Converse Col-

lege Auditorium that evening, was especially interesting. He
pointed out the tendency of leading universities, notably Min-

nesota, to limit the formerly wide range of subjects in which

entrance credits had been allowed.

A reception was tendered the delegates in the parlors of

Converse College immediately after this address. The seniors

and juniors served refreshments in a very attractive manner

to the guests of the evening.

The meeting of the association ended with the executive ses-

sion Friday afternoon, at which several colleges, among them

Converse, were admitted to membership. The delegates de-

parted with many expressions of gratitude for the hospitality

of their hosts.
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SOCIETY ELECTIONS.
The Society elections for the third term are as follows

:

Carlisle—J. G. Kelley, President; J. B. Paysinger, Vice-
President; A. L. Googe, First Critic; W. H. Tiller, Second
Critic; G. H. Hodges, First Censor; G. T. Hughes, Second
Censor; M. K. Fort, Recording Secretary; H. N. Dukes,
Corresponding Secretary; W. E. Plyler, Third Critic.

Preston—J. T. Monroe, President; Z. L. Madden, Vice-
President; H. G. Gibson, First Critic; J. C. Harmon, Second
Critic; E. T. Spigner, First Censor; L. J. Cauthen, Second
Censor; C. D. Guess, Recording Secretary;

J. A. Shaffer,
Third Censor; J. B. Stuckey, Corresponding Secretary.
Calhoun—C. T. Easterling, Jr., President;

J. C. Hyer,
Vice-President; L. J. Stilwell, First Critic; J. M. Stackhouse,
Second Critic; T. B. Greneker, Third Critic; H. R. Black,
First Censor; Bryan Liles, Second Censor; T. D. Lake, Jr.,'

Recording Secretary; Wm. Melvin, Corresponding Secre-
tary.

CAPTAIN HOBSON.
Captain Hobson certainly made a "hit" in his lyceum lec-

ture. He revealed some great truths which are of vital im-
portance to the American people. It being true, as he said,
that alcohol kills more people each year in the United States
than had been killed in war all over the world since 500 B. C,
we see that silent internal war is the one to be fought. He
discussed the relations of the United States with other na-
tions, touching on the dangers that confront America in
retaining her supremacy. He said the star of power and lead-
ership, now over the United States, was beginning to twinkle.
Should it move, Germany would perhaps be the next country
over which it would rest.

Captain Hobson was at chapel the next morning and gave
an interesting account of his relations with the Spanish-
American war. His account of the sinking of the Merrimac
and of his adventures in the war was very interesting to the
students. He is a great man, and we would like very much
to have another opportunity of hearing him. Prof. Gamewell
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is to be congratulated for his success in bringing to Wofford

such men as Richmond P. Hobson.

CAMPUS NOTES.

The Methodist Conference met at Anderson this year, and

the Wofford faculty was represented by Dr. Snyder, Prof.

DuPre and Prof. Clinkscales.

The new Spartanburg pastors, Revs. Herbert and Brunson,

are welcomed to Spartanburg by the Wofford boys, among

whom they will find close friendship.

Dr. Stackhouse and Rev. Speake, pastors of Central and

Bethel Churches, respectively, who are both moving from

Spartanburg as a result of the last Conference appointments,

have made many warm friends on the campus, who will re-

gret to see them leave. They have our best wishes.

Thanksgiving was duly celebrated by the boys on the

campus. Boxes were in order, and no one dared to table the

motion. There were a good many who went home for the

holiday, and there were several old men who came back to

visit their alma mater during the week-end. The day was very

enjoyably spent.

On Tuesday night, November 26th, the boys of the dormi-

tory had the pleasure of being the guests, as well as the hosts,

at an informal reception to which their lady friends at Con-

verse and in town were invited. This was the first enter-

tainment of this kind held in Carlisle Hall, and the interest

aroused in the boys was very great. The hall was prettily

decorated and presented a very pretty appearance indeed.

Punch, ice cream and cakes were served the guests. Everybody

present had a most delightful time, and it was voted by most

of the boys as the best thing in its line that had taken place

at Wofford for some time. It is said this is only the first of

a series of similar entertainments which will be held later on.
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The girl's mother answered the phone: Who's that?
Fresh Felkel: Guess who?
Mother: I don't know.
Felkel : Guess two times.

Mother—First, a fool; second, a fool.

Soph. Summers wanted to know if he could borrow a cir-
cumference from Soph. Whitaker.

Junior Moss
: Innocence of the law is no excuse in the lit-

erary societies.

Lady (at the reception) : Mr. Brown, I am pleased to
meet you.

Fresh Brown (proudly) : I 'lowed you'd be.
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The four poems in 77&£ Furman
The Furman ^ ^ gimilar in that they are all

£c/w.
"first-person" poems. The poets did

not project their imaginations beyond the sphere of personal

emotions and experiences, and hence no poetry of the bright-

est type. And yet, of its kind, it is good. The first poem,

"Offering Thanks," although written in a very rigid verse-

form, possesses an easy and elastic rhythm, and deserves spe-

cial mention as an excellent piece of college poetry. "Light in

the Shadows" is another worthy poem, richer, perhaps, than

the first in imagery and in poetic diction. These two poems

redeem what is otherwise a poor magazine. With one excep-

tion, there is not a good short story in the whole magazine.

Each story is lacking in either plot or suitable expression;

and most of them in both. The author of "Beauty and the

Beast" seems to have a fondness for emphasizing the details

of his narrative by repetition. Twice he tells us in exactly

the same words that Beauty "had his own rifle and uniform."

This was why the youthful beauty was admitted to the Con-

federate army. The plot of the story is just this : Beast is the

best shooter in the company, and brags about it. Beauty joins

the company and takes part of the conceit out of him. They

become friends and act together as sharpshooters. Beauty is

shot and dies. The shooting-match occurred several days af-

ter Beauty enlisted ;
and, as the author says, "from this time

on they were friends." The story opens: "For several

months we had been fighting side by side. Our comradeship

seemed strong." Six lines farther down on the same page we

are informed that "this comradeship was not so strong." And

then again, on the next page, we hear that "from this time

(the time of the shooting-match) on we were good friends."
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After relating that Beauty and the Beast were the two best
shots in the company, the author takes the pains to tell us
that before Beauty joined Beast was the best shot in the
company. The story is a veritable maze of repetitions and
contradictions. The punctuation is also faulty. Take the
following, for instance: "Several times he and I had noticed
a puff of smoke from the top of a pine across the valley
Each time a bullet tore dangerously near one or the other of
us; and our best efforts could not find the marksman " How
much smoother and more logical to have written it thus-
Several times he and I had noticed a puff of smoke from the

top of a tall pine across the valley, and each time a bullet tore
dangerously near one or the other of us ; but our best efforts
could not find the marksman." Where was the much-
dreaded blue pencil of the editors ? With one exception the
stories are hardly worth reading. This exception is "The Man
and the Bottle." The author has a style peculiarly adapted
to the subject m hand, and the result is an interesting and in-
structive narrative. The illustrations with which the author
of Value of Spare Moments" buttresses his rather trite
statements make the essay worth reading. The remaining
essay, "The Buffalo," is presumably an exact description of
the American bison and a technical relation of its history
The treatment is just a little too coldly scientific; but the
piece is well written and shows signs of good preparation.
The editoral writer of "The Echo" is always on his job, and
writes only live, interesting editorials.

The Newberry Here we have an evenIy balanced

Stylus.
" magazine—three poems, three stories,

and three essays. Numerically, the
three forms of literature are equal; but as literary produc-
tions, the essays excel. "The Scholar in Politics" rises far
above the average college essay, and sets a standard to which
many are going to find it hard to attain. The author clothes
his thoughts in a clear, forcible, illuminating style, and thus
makes it easy for the reader to follow the process of his
reasoning to their logical and inevitable conclusion. We have
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nothing but praise for such an essay as this. The Stylus con-

tains another essay, "The Scholar Versus the Politician,"

treating the same subject. This is not so elaborate as the first,

but it is a worthy article. The other essay, "The Growth of

Socialism in American Colleges," is a live essay, containing

modern thought. It is well written, and would grace the

pages of any college magazine. All these essays show an in-

terest in present-day problems, and tend to arouse an interest

in their proper solution.

The stories are in direct contrast with the essays. One

deals with a murder scene, another with a near-murder and the

third with a hair-raising rescue of a girl from the torture of

the flames by her suitor. No one of them, contains an

elevating sentiment. The plots are all threadbare, and the

stories are not skilfully woven around them.

The sentiment which was lacking in the stories we find in

the poems. "Home" is probably the best of the trio, both in

sentiment and expression. It contains that element which ap-

peals to every American, and to Americans only. "The Pil-

grims" is an appropriate piece of versification. As a whole,

we are pleased with The Stylus, and consider it one of the

best of our November exchanges.

We gratefully acknowledge our usual exchanges.

CLIPPINGS

LOGICAL SILENCE.

Jimmy—Pop, one of the fellows says I look like you.

Pop—And what did you say?

Jimmy—Gee ! I couldn't say nothing. He's a lot bigger'n

me.

NOT TO BE FOLLOWED.
"Brownie, do you expect to keep on shaving people after

you get to heaven?" asked the customer, as the towels were

flirted off.

" 'Deed, I dunno, boss. I 'spects ef I does, I'll be obleeged

to drum up a new bunch of customers."
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EARLY ACTIVITY.
"Some day you may be president of the United States."

"That's true," replied the alert boy, thoughtfully. "You
wouldn't care about coming to the front with an advance
contribution to the campaign, would you?"

HIGH UP.

"I suppose you have tried motoring, Judge?" he asked.

"No, I have not," replied the judge, "but I have tried

a lot of people who have."

WE'VE SEEN 'EM, TOO.
The Customer—Please, sir, I've brought these eggs back,

and murver says you said they wuz laid today, so she wants
tomorrow's eggs, 'cos these are somfin awful.

THAT WAS THE TROUBLE.
Mother (to Willie, who was crying)—What's the matter,

Willie?

Willie—Pa and me was nailing down the carpet, and he
mashed his finger.

Mamma—Why, I wouldn't cry; I would laugh.

Willie—I did.

NOT QUALIFIED.
"You mean to say the burglar stole the marble clock from

the mantel with the dog in the room?"
"Yes; but you see Fido is only a watch dog."
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WOFFORD-CLINTON TRACK MEET.
In the first meet of the year, the Wofford team went down

in defeat. Several first and second places were won by Wof-
ford men, but when the final count was made it was found

that the opposing team had won. The meet was held at Clin-

ton, with a team from the Presbyterian College of South Car-

olina, on November 8. The team left Spartanburg at 6:50

a. m., reaching Clinton about 9:30. At the train the Wofford

boys were met by a committee from the Presbyterian Col-

lege. Just as soon as all had gotten acquainted, the boys

were taken to the homes where they were to be entertained.

The teams met on the athletic grounds at 3 o'clock and activ-

ities soon began. After the contest, supper was the next thing

on the program, and suffice it to say that every man did his

part in this "event," whether he was on the track or not!

Later in the evening they caught the train for Spartanburg.

Taking it all in all, the day was very pleasant, and the

members of the team feel under many obligations to the boys

of the Presbyterian College, and to the families in whose

homes such a cordial welcome and such splendid entertain-

ment were received. The Wofford team was composed of the

following men : Burnett, captain
;
Earle, manager

;
Chap-

man, Whitaker, Pendergrass, Perry, Manchester, Wharton,

Owens, Williams, Wannamaker, Fort, Plyler and Tiller.

WOFFORD-Y. M. C. A. BASKET BALL GAME.
In a very hard-fought game of basket ball at Converse Col-

lege Thanksgiving day, the Wofford men defeated the city

Y. M. C. A. team, 32 to 21. This was the first of a series of

five games to be played between these teams for the cham-

pionship of the city. The Wofford boys feel very proud of

this victory for several reasons. First, the Y. M. C. A. de-
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feated them in a majority of the games played last year, win-
ning the championship of the city. Secondly, the Y. M. C. A.
team at present holds the title of state champions. Thirdly,
it was a good beginning for the team to defeat such a strong
team in the first game of the season.

The day was very cold, and the attendance was much less
than it would have been. Those present enjoyed the game
thoroughly, and showed it by cheering all good plays. Both
teams played good ball, but the Wofford men were in better
form and outplayed their opponents at every stage of the
game. At no time did the Y. M. C. A. do much toward
breaking up the splendid passing by the Wofford men; nor
could they keep them from throwing goals. The outstanding
feature of the game was the long field goal thrown by Hal-
man for the Y. M. C. A., who shot while standing near his
opponents' goal. It is very seldom that a man is able to
make good on such a long throw.

wofford. Line-up. Y . m. c. a.

Black Forward \
ThomPson

I
Patterson

Frey Forward Lucas
Anderson Center
DeShields Guard
Parker Guard

Referee, Prof. Shockley; scorers, Denning and Earle; time-
keepers, Steadman and Vogel.
The regular team has not been picked yet, but it will be

practically the same as the one which played against the Y. M.
C. A.

Vogel

Duncan
Halman

CLASS BASKET BALL GAMES.
A series of class games is being played. Two games are

played each week, one on Tuesday night, the other on Thurs-
day night. Much interest is being manifested, as the mem-
bers of the various classes in college and the boys from the
Fitting School hope for their respective teams to win the
cup, which will be awarded to the team winning the greatest
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number of games. A few more games are still to be played,

and it is a matter of speculation as to which team will win.

CLASS FOOTBALL.
This year no team wins the championship in football. The

game which would have decided it was called off by consent

of the managers of the senior and junior teams, these two

teams being tied for first place, neither having lost a game.

The games this year were very good, and every contest was

hard fought. There was much rivalry between the men in

the different classes, and the attendance was always good.

The standing of the teams at the close of the series was as

follows

:

Won. Lost. Tied. P. C.

Seniors i o I 1,000

Juniors 2 o o 1,000

Sophomores 1 2 o .333

Freshmen o 2 1 .000

THANKSGIVING GAME.
The Thanksgiving game, played by picked teams from the

Senior-Fresh teams and the Soph-Junior teams, was won by

the Soph-Junior team, 18 to 6. The winners were much

stronger throughout the game, outclassing their opponents in

almost every play. This was accounted for, in part, by the

fact that in weight they averaged about ten pounds more

than their opponents.

The grounds were somewhat wet and slippery at first from

the snow which fell the night before, but they dried enough to

make it easy for the boys to make their runs. The attendance

was good, but would have been much better but for the fact

that so many thought the grounds would be in too bad a con-

dition for a game. The money taken in went to the Athletic

Association.

ELECTION OF MANAGERS.
At a meeting of the Athletic Association some time ago B.

F. DeShields was elected manager of the basket ball team;
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B. M. Asbill, Jr., manager of the tennis department of the

Athletic Association, and the election by the track team of C.

M. Earle, Jr., as manager of same was confirmed. This is

the first time there has been a manager of the tennis depart-

ment of athletics at Wofford, and it seems to be a splendid

idea.
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CHRISTIAN SERVICE.

On the evening of November first a very impressive talk

was given us by Mr. M. B. Patrick, of the junior class. The
secret of true happiness and success, said Mr. Patrick, is to-

day and has always been found in no other walk of life than

that in which one helps his brother to develop the best side

of his nature. As we glance backward to the time of Moses,

the noble champion of Christian service, and pass on down
through the ages to our day, we find the pre-eminently great

men of history characterized by deeds of unselfishness and

heroic service in the effort to raise humanity to a higher plane

of civilization. Let us, as young men, strive to fashion our

lives in accordance with the characters of these men.

PROF. GLENN'S TALK.
The Association was indeed glad to have as speaker for

Friday evening, November 8th, Prof. J. L. Glenn, Jr., of the

Wofford Fitting School. During his college days, Lyles, as

the present upper classmen know him, was a most faithful

and valuable worker in the Y. M. C. A., and we, who now
endeavor to accomplish the purposes of this institutions, are

always glad to have him with us.

"The Great Power of Man Through Faith in God" was his

subject. He referred to the vivid realization of this power

as manifested by Nehemiah in his effort to rebuild the walls

around Jerusalem. The story of this man, Nehemiah, the

speaker stated, is a source of much joy and comfort to the

Christian in his hours of temptation and discouragement. The

call for such men as this ancient hero has always been most

imperative. All nations must have these able-minded, strong-

handed Christian leaders to direct the course of human af-

fairs. May we put forth our best efforts that we may some

day be such men. ;
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THE ADDRESS BY DR. CUNNINGHAM.
We were indeed fortunate in having with us at the service

of November 15th Dr. Cunningham, instructor in the theo-
logical department of Vanderbilt University. He delivered to
us a most interesting and enjoyable address on "The Invest-
ment of Life." The successful life, said Dr. Cunningham, is

composed of three great divisons: First, the decision con-
cerning our personal religious life; second, the choice of a life

partner; third, the decision in regard to life work. Each of us,
said he, has only one time to pass through this world, so why
not let our career be filled with acts of Christian fellowship?
The greatest privilege that comes to man is that of winning
souls for Christ. A goodly number of boys heard Dr. Cun-
ningham, and may they truly profit by his inspiring message.

THE MONTHLY BUSINESS MEETING.
The regular monthly business meeting was held on Novem-

ber 2nd. Reports relative to the work of the Y. M. C. A. were
made by the chairmen of the various committees. At the con-
clusion of this meeting, President Spigner announced that ef-
forts would be made in the near future to secure enough
money to buy a piano for the Association.

THE FOLLOWING OF VISIONS.
On November the 29th we were given a splendid talk by

Rev. W. A. McAulay, pastor of the A. R. P. Church, on "The
Following of Visions." The story of Paul and his wonderful
vision was read and offered by Mr. McAulay as an illustra-
tion of how God in His omnipotent power and wisdom beck-
ons man to depart from evil and walk in the ways of right-
eousness. Noble impulses and holy aspirations, said the speak-
er, are, at certain times of his life, to be found in the heart
of every man

; but when he continues in his refusal to give ex-
pression to these impulses and aspirations, they become weak
and finally disappear, never to return. The voice of sin will
tell us that our visions are mere delusions, but let us make
a brave fight against this mighty enemy of the successful life
and strive to make our visions grow into realities.
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FOUR MEDALS

At the end of this year The Journal will award

four gold medals as follows:

(1) To the author of the best essay published in

The Journal during the year. No essay that has been

in any contest, or that is to be used in another contest,

can compete for this medal.

(2) To the author of the best poem in The Jour-

nal this year.

(3) To the Junior or Senior writing the best story

contributed to The Journal by anyone in these two

classes.

(4) To the Freshman or Sophomore who con-

tributes the best story from these two classes.

For further particulars, see the Editors
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D. L. Edwards, Editor.

T. C. Herbert, Assistant Editor.

The Sunset of Life

Yon orb of this material world
Sinks slowly in the western sky;

Its rays grow dim, its shadows long,
Speaks out its verdict, night is nigh.

Yet slowly does the sun recede,
And slowly does the twilight come,

Ass if 'twere never coming more:
Leave darkness on the earth alone.

A last and fainting glow is seen,
And quickly comes the evening star.

Defiant of the monster^ Dark,
Ten thousand follow from afar.

And so with life in mortal flesh,

There comes a sinking of the sun;
A fading ray, a shadow dim,
A quick descent, and all is done.

But with his darkness, grimsome Death
Is not alone in that sad hour:

Like evening stars, youth's faith and hopes,
In one accord, intrude with power.

J. E. F, 14.
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The Monumental Extortion Co., Ltd.

"Yes, it's a terrible idea to conceive of; I always shudder

at the conception of a genius in crime. With all the modern

inventions—wireless, noiseless weapons using smokeless pow-

der, and a score of others—a masterful mind could terrorize

a community—the police would never find him until after his

deviltry."
'<

"But, Hays," I objected, "your master criminal has the new

ideas of science to contend with in evading capture. On both

sides improvements are being used, and with both sides evenly

armed, crime can never meet any great success."

"That's what people think who are not informed, Woods,"

was his reply. "Even now, although you are unaware of it,

because the authorities are working on the quiet, there are in

operation an ingenious body of criminals, who, if not soon

stopped, will work mischief. You remember poor Scroogin,

who was murdered almost in front of the postoffice nearly a

month ago, don't you?"

Of course I did. Scroogin, a prominent architect and con-

tractor, had received the contract and had just completed

erecting a handsome Confederate monument standing on the

business square of—well, the city is of no importance (and it

may be well to add that all names that might serve to identify

either the actors or the scene in the following story are not

the true ones). The murder stirred the city because of its

apparent boldness. Scroogin was on his way to the postoffice.

Here I suppose I ought to describe simply the layout of this

block. The nonument referred to stood facing the west, and

some thirty feet directly behind it was the court house of

the county. To the left of the monument, or to the west of it,

was the Central Presbyterian Church, set back some hundred

feet from the street, which was about half as wide. Directly

in front of the monument and the court house building was

the main business street of the city, lined on both sides by

imposing buildings. On the northern side of the monument

was the huge Travelers' Hotel, the biggest in the city, and

next to it the United States postoffice. To get back, however.
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As I just said, Scroogin was murdered late one afternoon
about dusk as he was crossing the court house lot, going to
the postoffice. No one was seen to shoot, no sound had been
heard, but suddenly the dozen or more men around saw him fall
to the ground, and, rushing up to him, were surprised to see
blood oozing from a wound in his forehead, which had appar-
ently been caused by a bullet wound.
The unfortunate man was hurriedly taken into one of the

offices of the court house by a policeman who was nearby and
a drummer, Mayfield, who happened to be going to the hotel
and was walking several feet behind Scroogin when the latter
fell; m fact, he was the first to reach him. Scroogin's wound
was examined—he was already dead-and it was found that
the wound was caused by a .38-inch calibre ball, and the
striking part of the discovery was that the ball was descending
when it struck Scroogin; that it was fired from an elevation
for the wound entered a little above his left temple and was
found lodged an inch and a half lower. The police were
completely baffled; no murderer in sight, and from the posi-
tion of the wound and where Scroogin was when shot indi-
cated that the bullet came from above and from the northwest.
Yet towards the northwest an imposing skyscraper blocked
the way, and its height of twelve stories rendered it impos-
sible for a man to have fired from its roof and leave a similar
wound. The police, however, got busy, and estimating the
height m the skyscraper from which a bullet could be fired
and enter the dead man's head in the way it did, they found
only three men's offices that could have possibly committed
the crime.

They were James Allwyn, a famous lawyer, about 38 years
of age; H. T. Grayson, about 27, a broker of fine business
ability and financial solidity; and, third, Geo. W. Phillips a
designing architect, and the designer of the monument which
Scroogin had erected. The police passed the first two men
and suspicion was directed on Phillips. It was found that he
had put m an unsuccessful bid to erect the monument he had
created on paper, and that Scroogin's bid in opposition had
been surprisingly low; yet the job had been performed entirely
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satisfactorily—no complaint could be made either as to the

material or as to the work put into the monument. In

Scroogin's pocket when murdered was found a letter from

Phillips, dated some two months before, while the work was

going on, in which Scroogin was accused of getting the job

through bribery, and that secret aid was behind him. It con-

tained hard words against the successful bidder from his

defeated competitor, and upon this clue the police worked.

They raided Phillips' rooms in his absence and apparently, at

least to their satisfaction, verified their theory that he was the

murderer. In his room they found a .38 calibre rifle equipped

with a Maxim silencer, and an exploded cap in the barrel.

From his window farthest from the monument a man could,

by leaning out first, be in a position to shoot a man in the

temple at the position in which Scroogin had fallen without

being blocked by the monument. Still they had more proof. A
clerk in an insurance office on the first floor related how he

saw the crowd running towards the monument, and came out

of his office to see what the trouble was. As he stepped out, a

derby fell in front of him. Looking up, he saw Phillips, with

his rifle in hand, stretched out the window, who hollered that

the derby had fallen off his head. The testimony was cir-

cumstantial, but in the opinion of the trial judge, enough to

hold Phillips to answer the charge of murder.

Phillips' story, as put forward by his lawyer and friend,

Allwyn, accounted for all these things in their version given

out to the press. According to Allwyn, Phillips had been out

hunting the day before with his rifle and returned without

dislodging the cap and reloading after the last shot. The letter

they admitted, but declared that nothing in it showed any

malevolent intention on the part of Phillips, and cited several

instances showing his friendly relations with Scroogin, in one

of which after the completion of the monument he had com-

plimented and congratulated the builder, and at the same time

thanked him for one or two minor changes made in the original

drawings as suggested by Scroogin. As for picking up Phil-

lips' hat and seeing him at the window, rifle in hand, Allwyn

declared that while sitting at his desk Phillips saw the crowd
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moving towards the monument, whereupon he looked out the
window to see the cause of the excitement, when a sudden
gust of wind blew his hat off his head, but it landed on the
coping of the building, some three or four feet below the
window. He naturally secured his rifle, the longest thin-
in his office, to reach and pick up his derby; but in attempting
it dislodged the derby, which fell to the ground. This story
however, was disbelieved generally, and preparations were
made to bring the architect to trial.

Allwyn engaged Hays to work on the case, and if possible
discover the true murderer. He expressed himself freely
admitted that while the case against Phillips was flimsy and
circumstantial indeed, it would be believed unless another way
of accounting for Scroogin's death be given. Allwyn was
confident in the innocence of Phillips, but the jury, he felt
sure, would never believe that the bullet fell accidentally
from the heavens; and, even if they did, how could they ac-
count for the ball hitting him on the side of his head. Hays,
as soon as he heard Allwyn through, replied that the murder
could have been committed by a person on the second floor
of the hotel, because at its nearer distance a bullet fired from
that floor would make the same angle as one from the fifth
floor of the skyscraper (Phillips' room). Allwyn immediately
objected, saying that if the bullet were fired from the hotel it
would have entered the front of Scroogin's forehead, not the
left side. "But," Hays answered, "Scroogin may have
turned his head towards the right just as he was shot, thus
putting his left temple in the line of the bullet."
"Now, Mr. Allwyn," continued Hays, "if, as you say, you

are certain of Phillips' innocence, this seems to solve the
problem to my mind. Suppose we investigate and find out
who occupied that part of the hotel that afternoon ; then by
investigating him, discover his motive. I think we will have
little trouble in verifying the theory; that is, if it's true" he
added thoughtfully. Away they went-Allwyn smiling in
hopeful expectancy; Hays, with the cool imperturbability that
always marked "Roy Hays, Investigating Criminologist," when
at work. In an hour Hays returned alone. "Nothing to it,"
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he answered my silent question. "Altogether the wrong idea.

The entire suite on the second floor facing the square was

occupied by Mr. Mayfield, a drummer ; the same who reached

Scroogin first when he was shot. The clerk testified to the fact

that the doors were locked, and the bell boy on that floor was

certain that no one had entered the room since Mayfield

locked it upon leaving, some half hour before the crime was

committed.- It looks pretty black for young Phillips."

That was the last I heard about the case for several weeks.

I was called away, and it was upon the first day of my return

that the conversation beginning this story took place. Having

recalled the Scroogin case to my mind, Hays went on: "You,

like everybody else, thought that he had been murdered by

Phillips. Having been employed by Allwyn, I went to work

to investigate, and having broken up completely any theory

that the murder might have been committed by any one at the

hotel, I went to work on Scroogin's record. I found that he

was a good contractor, but had never been successful. It was

a well known fact that a few days before submitting his bid

for erecting the monument he had mortgaged his home for

$5,000 to pay a note he had been carrying in the bank. He

entered a bid to construct the monument according to speci-

fications assigning a $250,000 value to the structure for only

$160,000, and three days after his contract was accepted put

up a cash security of $50,000 in a bank as a bond to guarantee

material and workmanship in the structure. He completed

the job, and the city's inspectors found everything up to expec-

tations and accepted the work, returning him the fifty thousand

bond. Upon further research I found that the actual bills for

material used in the monument was $205,000, while over

$40,000 was spent in workmanship. Every one of these bills,

amounting to $245,000 more than eighty thousand more than

he received, Scroogin paid promptly. In addition, the mort-

gage upon his home was paid. When he was murdered, soon

after the completion of the monument, he had nearly $200,000

invested in four different banks in the city.

"In no way is it possible to account for the sudden wealth

of Scroogin. During this time he had been on no other job, and
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I realized that when I discovered the reason for his wealth
I'd find out most probably the reason of his death. The
various banks in which he deposited said he never gave any
clue where the money came from. He always brought
the cash, never a check. I was still in the midst of this per-
plexing problem when another was forced upon my attention.
Maj. Wm. Van Ressler, president of the Palmetto Trust Co.,
came to me with the chief of police. After a few moments'
conversation, the chief pulled out several letters from his
pocket and passed them over to me. There were ten
envelopes, and in each envelope appeared the following card,
neatly and carefully printed

:

THE MONUMENTAL EXTORTION CO., LTD.

hereby assesses you $25,000. You are required to pay this
immediately upon threat of death. Present your remit-
tance in cash to President Van Ressler, of the Palmetto
Trust Co., and do so before Wednesday morning, or you
may regret it.

Note.—The M. E Co. is an association to help redistrub-
ute wealth. It means business and has forces to do it.

No discount for cash, as all payments are required imme-
diately.

"This note was sent to ten prominent men in financial cir-
cles early Monday morning, and they were inclined to treat
it as a joke. In the note accompanying Van Ressler's card,
they directed him to take charge of the various contributions,
and at exactly 12 o'clock that night put a bag containing the
money in front of the monument, that is, on the northwest
side.

^

Of course this was not done—the financiers considered
it a joke. They were rudely startled, however, Thursday
morning to find that Mr. W. F. Young, one financier assessed,
had been murdered, and a second note addressed to the re-
maining nine demanding $50,000 each. The murder of Young
was a bold one. He was found dead in the doorway leading
into his office, which was on the first floor of the Realty
Building. He, too, had been shot by a .36 weapon, the bullet
entering just above the heart. His body was still warm when
found about 1 o'clock that night. He had been working late,
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and as he stepped out had been murdered without any one

knowing it until the policeman on his round found his body.

"It was on the Thursday of Young's murder that Chief

Myers and Major Van Ressler called on me. They desired

me to help them in the effort to locate the criminals. I agreed

and a plan was formulated. That day I entered the court

house on business, and made it a point to be hidden when it

was closed up in the afternoon. I waited in my hiding place

until dark, then slowly sneaked on the plaza overlooking

the monument. It had been agreed that I would watch,

and that Van Ressler was to put the money by the monument.

It had been decided that this money was to be genu-

ine, for in the second note the 'Co.' had declared that

they would know through agents whether or not 'real'

money was in the bag. If Van Ressler attempted to fool

them, he would be shot immediately. Therefore, believing it

would only be a short time before regaining it, about 12

o'clock I saw Van Ressler approaching the monument. He

placed the bags by the monument—I couldn't see, for it was on

the other side—and walked away rapidly. I waited on the

porch for some one to appear. For an hour I crouched behind

the stone column with pistol ready to give the police the signal,

but nothing happened. Beginning to think it was a joke after

all, I became doubtful. I waited another half hour, then

walked towards the balustrade, and was looking towards the

monument when suddenly it seemed that a part of the monu-

ment moved ;
and, ouch ! I felt a stinging pain in my left arm.

Not knowing what had happened, I quickly caught the hurt

part in my right hand, and in doing so felt the warm blood

soaking through my sleeve. Another bullet struck the balus-

trade by me, and having no enemy in sight, nor any courage

left in me, I pulled my revolver and shot three times for the

police. For fear of hitting any one, I let the bullets drive

right at the monument.

"In a few minutes a squad of policemen surrounded the

monument, and hastily getting down, I met the chief. 'Where

are they?' he asked. 'Haven't seen any one,' I replied, telling

him of my wound. We hurried to the monument, and where
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Van Ressler had left the money—there was nothing in sight.
Yet I could swear that no one had approached; that is no
ordinary mortal that I could see. It was a complete mystery,
creating the wildest indignation and excitement, but no one
offered a plausible theory. The police finally adopted a noise-
less aeroplane theory, and as I didn't agree I left them to begin
working again on the Phillips-Scroogin case, which was soon
to be tried.

"Suddenly I had it. I caught a connection between the
murder of Scroogin, the assassination of Young and the final
mysterious taking possession of the money extorted
Scroogin built the monument; here was the 'Monumental
Extortion Company/ The two words being almost identical
attracted my attention. So, could it be possible that Scroogin
built the monument so low for some powerful criminal cor-
poration, which body had so arranged it that they advanced
the money? But this didn't explain why. I felt sure that the
monument was connected with both, and I resolved to investi-
gate the monument. I went first to the western face, and read
carefully the inscription, and at the same time scrutinized it
carefully. No sign anywhere. Having brought a little step-
ladder and a hammer, I tapped it several times all over, but
each time the same metallic 'clack' came back—no false
pocket there. I went around the monument, but nothing
could be seen. I was going to give up in despair, when I
thought to go up on the court house plaza and look at it
from that angle. I did so. Nothing was apparent; but wait,
wasn't that a small crack up there some twenty feet off the
ground? I looked closely; it may be paint; but soon I became
convinced that it was a crack.

"I soon got the chief and a few workers, and we began
working. Having erected a scaffold, we climbed up, and
sure enough, a crevice about one-fifth of an inch was easily
visible. We used a crowbar, and upon prizing found that an
entire block of stone was loose. We removed it carefully,
but there was nothing—only a dark open space inside. I held
a match inside, and saw nothing except a small piece of lead,
oval in shape, which had been crushed under the stone. A
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light dawned upon me—this was one of the balls I fired in the

night. How had it gotten in the monument? I reached my

hand in, but couldn't reach to the hole. Still feeling curious,

I persuaded the chief to remove the stone underneath us.

Then we found the solution of our troubles
—

"

As I know the rest of the story, I'll tell it shortly and briefly,

leaving out the tedious details of Hays' narrative. In the

middle of the monument they found a small .38-inch weapon,

half-pistol, half-cannon, built on the same principle as a dis-

appearing gun, which could be revolved in all directions in

the same manner as a revolving turret on a ship. Connected

to it was an electric wire, leading, it was found later by

police investigation, to a flat of rooms in a house some

blocks away. A window in the flat, however, overlooked the

city, and from it the members of the mysterious Extortion

Company, with field glasses, waited for their victim to pass;

then they pressed a button. The work was done electrically.

As soon as the button was pressed, electricity pulled the outer

stone away, the gun came up to the opening and fired. In the

rooms of the Association a map of the area near the monu-

ment was found, showing the direction in which the gun must

fire as well as the depression it needed. It was the work of a

genius in crime, but if it had not been for Hays' stray shot

landing in the opening and preventing the block perfectly

replacing itself, it would have been undiscovered.

This was why Scroogin offered to do the job so low. The

Extortion Company, which had a real membership and, as

papers found in its rooms showed, was preparing to force

contributions and do other crimes from time to time, paid

the bill and were going to make it back. Their system of

handling money was also ingenious. In the lower part of the

monument the block towards the west could be removed and

the money drawn inside. Inside there was a tunnel, connecting

the monument with the water mains, and at the other end

another tunnel from the main to the lot near the flat. A man

walked and crawled through the water mains, and equipped

with a diver's helmet, had fresh air always. None of the men

connected with the company were caught. They saw the
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preparations to investigate the monument and left. It was
found that the reason they killed Scroogin was that he knew
too much. He had been bribed to do the work, but had re-
fused to take part further. To save trouble, he was killed.
This ends the story, which I admit seems far-fetched in-

deed. More substance would be given it, but all actors are
still alive and it would harm them. Later on I may be able to
give further exploits of Hays in connection with this same
band of criminals which tried to terrorize and levy upon the
rich in a big city. It was but a revival of piracy, more modern
and more daring. The plan would have worked successfully,
for without the stray shot of Hays who would have ever sus-
pected the beautiful and at the same time new monument?

"Seminole."
—0 .

—

We Studied Latin

EDWARDS, '13.

We were reading Latin,

Early in the Matin.

She was dressed in satin—
We were reading Latin.

We were in Manhatten,

I took off her hat, an'

Kissed her as she sat, an'

We were reading Latin!

While we studied Caesar,

I had tried to tease' er

;

"Waistly" I did seise 'er;

While we studied Caeisar.

Didn't seem to please 'er,

While we studied Caesar,

I could not appease 'er^

While we studied Caesar I

While we read Horatiuis,

In a room quite spacious,

She was very gracious—
While we read Horatius :
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/ was quite audacious—
Kissed her pretty "faciw,"

Then she said, "Good Gracious!"

While we read Horalius I

We had read old Pliny,

Years before not many;

He wrote letters, then '

e

—
We had read old Pliny!

Gee! 'Twas worth a penny,

When I kissed her chinny—
Didn't please her any—
We had read old Pliny!

We were scanning Plautus—
In the books we'd boughtus;

Teacher, he had taught us,

We were scanning Plautus:

Some one who had sought us,

Shouted out
e(
he'd caught us!"

Back to life this brought us—
We were scanning Plautus!

Hang the old civilian!

With his "Get Quintilian,"

Let him read a billion—
Hang the old civilian!

She's my lovely Lillian,

We have a pavilion,

And are worth a million—
Hang the old civilian!

*

Napoleon Bonaparte

Notwithstanding his belief that he would be forgotten

because he failed to maintain his Empire, more has been

written concerning Napoleon Bonaparte than any other per-

sonage in history. His rise from a plain family to the most

dazzling heights yet reached by man in his reach out for the

impossible has been told in many ways. But it is a great
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having been opposed to him, it is strange that Napoleon has

not been pictured to us as a greater evil than he is.

While not professing to be able to treat the subject in the

manner desired, and with a full knowledge of the abundance

of works written on Napoleon, I do not believe one essay

more will overcrowd the present multifarious writings, ihe

history of his life is too well known and easy to be found to

bear repeating here. Born at Corsica immediately after she

was occupied by the French, Napoleon was a Frenchman by

country His early life and military training at Brest may

be passed over in order to call attention to the peculiar cir-

cumstances Napoleon witnessed in his early manhood. Ihe

French Revolution was stirring Europe, changing the entire

order of things, and the thump of the guillotine as it severed

head from body, sending an immortal soul to its Maker from

whence it came, could be heard daily in Paris. One faction

had another killed out, took up the reins of government only

to be slain in turn. The French people, mad m their effort

to throw off all constraint, banished religion from the borders

of France, set up the worship of reason, and permitted undis-

turbed the most outrageous licenses that any mob or individual

desired. Napoleon saw his country, weak from internal strife,

sink into anarchy, and on the verge of bankruptcy aced by

a coalition of European monarchs, who declared that France

as a republic must cease to live. There he learned the im-

portance of a strong, well-organized government and saw the

need of a master mind to lead France out of the meshes into

which she was entangling herself. Coming to the aid of he

Directory, he drew national attention to h.mself-soon raised

to fever height by his wonderful Italian campaign-having

fought eighteen battles, forty-seven small engagements win-

15 Austrian Belgium for France and other territorial

acquisitions. From that time on Napoleon became a factor in

French and European circles. I need not go on and tell how

he was made consul, then Emperor, and of the glories he

neaped up in the name of France, but wish to touch on some

noints in his life for which he is criticised.

P
Napoleon, and therefore France, is charged with the respon-
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BMKjr of the European wars; but, after taking a few pointsn consideration it will be seen that if any one nation is tocharged with these wars it is England-not France. Anystudent of history will readily admit that if it had not beenfor England Napoleon would never have fallen. Napoleonalways held his own on the continent, and it was only afterrepeated coalitions that England triumphed. As England wahe paymaster and mainstay of the coalitions, the ifsue as tothe responsibility for the wars fall solely on England-ort ranee So we will consider how England first became in-volved m war with France. In the beginning of the year

Louis XvT T
d
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Vienna Then that England would fight fifteen years, spend-

ing millions yearly, to uphold the general principles of mon-

archal government by divine right is foolish. The second

reason, that English property holders were averse to French

ideas, cannot be considered a sufficient reason for war because

war is surely not the way to fight the conquest of French

ideas. Carlyle says an invasion of ideas cannot be reputeed.

The third reason, that England wished to prevent Holland

from going under the control of France was practically the

cause of the war, and this purely a selfish motive. As Head-

ley says-* "While Russia, Austria and Prussia were stripping

Poland and England was extending her conquests in the Indies

-cumbering its burning plains with tens of thousands of its

own children, and carrying out the most iniquitous system of

oppression toward Ireland ever tolerated by a civilized people-

it does seem ludicrous to hear her historians complimenting

the Deity on His even-handed justice in finally arresting the

cruel ambition of Bonaparte and France. Allison,* an English-

sided historian, said, in referring to the war begun after the

Treaty of Amiens, that as far as France and England were

concerned England was the aggressor. Stephens holds that

the Treaty of Amiens was only a truce between the two coun-

tries, and there was no real peace expected by either side.

This is, however, an English view, as also was Allison s_

Napier says* that up to the peace of Tilsit the wars of

France were essentially defensive." "Up to Tilsit includes

all wars to 1807—the Italian campaign, Marengo, Hohenlmden,

Austerlitz, Jena, Eylau and Friedland.

It is claimed that Napoleon's ambition was largely the cause

of his later wars. Of course, no one denies that Napoleon

was ambitious. What man in his place would not be? He

desired to see France take the lead in Europe, her colonial

possessions expand into a wide realm of dependencies Be-

cause he wished to expand France, was he more ambitious

than the rulers of England, Russia, Austria or Prussia? Were

*"Napoleon and His Marshals," by J. T. Headley.
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they not all striving to enlarge their dominions by any acqui-
sition possible? No; it was not so much because Napoleon
was ambitious as it was that he appeared successful in his
ambitious schemes. His dreams were becoming realities, and
if not checked France would rule Europe. England recog-
nized the fact that if she let France get free from war in
Europe, Napoleon would turn his mind to the conquest of
India. And there, having to fight France on land without
any European aid, England knew the odds would be against
her

;
so she made it her business to keep Europe in a continual

turmoil and thus save herself. England was not working for
humanity, but her own selfish interests, in stirring up coalition
after coalition. Napoleon was ambitious, and we see nothing
discreditable in the fact—that he was successful in his efforts
is only another cause for admiration.

The next great crime charged to Napoleon is the execution
of the Due de Enghein. In 1804 Napoleon discovered a plot
against his life, conceived and fostered by some Bourbon
princes.* When Napoleon saw that the princes did not
expect to treat him fairly, but as a target for an assassin he
resolved to strike one of them in their peculiar style Fie
arrested de Enghein, had him tried before a military commis-
sion for bearing arms against France, and he was sentenced
to death. It is true that the Due had sought a commission in
one of the foreign armies about to invade France. This deed
is held up as a great stain to Napoleon's memory, but when
one considers the thousand royalist emigres from France
plotting against her, with one openly boasting of sixty paid
assassins 111 Paris, and what it would mean to France if Na-
poleon were killed, our judgment must become lighter for
the means he took to discourage any future similar attempt.
I hen, too, we must consider that Napoleon had imbued some
of the Revolution's disrespect for human life. While not
trying to completely exonerate Napoleon from the charge it
seems strange that we hear so much about it, and so little
about the murder of the Czar Paul by his family, the treach-

*"The Revolution and Europe" (Stephens), page 235.
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erous deaths of the French ambassadors at Rastadt by the

Austrians, and the butchering of the wounded French soldiers

left by Napoleon at Verona.

Napoleon was a great reformer. He helped France in many

ways. When he came into power the treasury was nearing

bankruptcy; this he strengthened. He reconciled the people

to the Church, and insisted on the connection with a Christian

religion. In all his subject States he provided for religious

freedom of worship. He bettered the French educational

system and founded the University of France. He abolished

serfdom and created equality into every country into which

he went.. His Code Napoleon practically founded the present

law system in many States of Europe. Coming into power,

he found France impoverished, in anarchy, without any means

to compel respect among the other nations. He left her rich,

improved in many ways, and respected afar and abroad for

her prowess in arms.

Waterloo had been fought. We see the great conqueror

vanquished through the tardiness of one of his generals,* and

surrenders himself to the British. He is taken to an obscure

island, given two rooms in place of his magnificent suite, given

absolute captivity instead of his former royal authority, his

every action watched, every letter read. Heaped upon these

things were the petty indignities of the English commander,

who never lost an opportunity to remind him of his altered

position. We see the guard speaking to him as "General"

Bonaparte, as if he had never been Emperor of France by the

will of her people. England, always his enemy, gains dishonor

by her merciless system of cruelty to the fallen Emperor.

The climate was disagreeable, and owing to the indignities to

which he was subjected when out his house, Napoleon pre-

ferred to remain home without any exercise, which told

heavily upon him, accustomed to the strenuosities of military

life. We see him, deserted by nearly all his family, each of

whom he had raised to honor and wealth, thinking of the

voune Prince who would never know his father, but would

*"Napoleon," by W. O'Connor Morris.
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be taught to hate him and revel in his slanders at the Austrian
court. His wife had forsaken him for another, most of the
men he had helped to fame and fortune had deserted him or
been shot, and, worst of all, he felt that his hopes were
crushed. Viewing him in this light, we ask was it all worth
while ?

In this essay we have not desired to make Napoleon perfect.

He had faults, as any other man who walks on the ground,
but we make a plea for a more considerate estimate of him.
In judging him, we must accept the standard of his time of
life. It won't do for us to judge him as if brought up in a
strict Puritan home of New England, but we must reflect
upon his surroundings and environments. Napoleon did
nothing that every other European king didn't do; but, in
addition, he did much more good than many others. Nor can
we view Napoleon from a foreign standpoint. We must con-
sider him as a Frenchman and decide whether or not he was a
patriot. Undoubtedly he was true to France. He made her
the center of his ambition and vast energy, and labored always
for her. Each time he assumed power he ruled by the will
of the French people. If he had not had the support of the
nation he could not have carried out his wars, nor would that
immense burden be borne for any other ruler.. Upon his
return from Elba, without any plotting beforehand, he boldly
cast himself upon the favor of the people, who promptly
recognized him, raised an army, saw his brilliant defense of
Paris against unnumbered foes—all in vain. Europe refused
to consider France without the Bourbon, and forced the run-
away king back upon his unwilling subjects. The next op-
portunity the French people had of honoring their ex-ruler
was when the body of the illustrious dead was returned to
France, to be interred on the banks of the Seine, as he had
requested. France, which had never received a wound from
his hand and for whom he had spent and risked his life on
many a bloody field, received the body with national honors,
and today an impressive tomb marks the last resting place
of Napoleon, Emperor of the French. Who can teil what
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inspiration it may yet bring into the mind of some French-

man ?

After having considered his life and trials, victories and

defeats, seen him as he spread the wings of the Imperial Eagle

over Europe in triumphant conquest, or when baffled conduct-

ing the famous defense of his capital, whether we look upon

him in the glory and grandeur of the Empire, or in the humil-

iation of an unfortunate exile, he is still the proud Emperor

of France, facing new and graver dangers as they arise with

the same self-assurance. When we consider how this man

of the plain people rose to the imperial dignity, making and

remaking kingdoms and kings, giving a friend here and there

a crown as a reward for service, congratulating or admon-

ishing his fellow monarchs, as he saw fit, and finally his

downfall and tragic fate, we can truthfully say with Napoleon,

"Truly my life has been a romance." H. R. S.

#

The Wanderer
WOOD B. POTE, '13.

'Twas a goodly home—cheery, neat and spacious;

Father e'er was kindly; mother, loving, gracious;

Friends I had, and many ties that ought to bind me,

But I wished to wander—to leave all behind me :

And so I left my happy home,

In foreign lands to idly roam.

Well, I've zvandered widely; I have crossed the ocean—
Wandered zvhere I liked, and when I took the notion;

Visited the mountains, sailed the river Rhine,

Crossed the sandy desert, zvhere the hot s*un shines:

Till tired of France, and tired of Rome,

I turned my tho'is at last on home.

I retraced my footsteps, after years had come and gone,

Till I reached my country, whence I'd wayward flown;

See the same old places, and it gives me joy,

But they were so diff'rent when I was a boy

:

Before I left my good old home—
]

Before there came the wish to roam.
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Eagerly I hastened thro' field and wood,
Passing scenes that I remembered from my childhood
Passing o'er the bridge that spans the same old brook
Where I used to catch the trout-fish with a baited hook :

The brooklet splashes spray and foam,
As when the prodigal left home.

Now I homeward take me—up the hill I climb,
After years of exile, spent in foreign climes;

'

Last turn now I've rounded—home at last in sight!
But the home's deserted—and they didn't write!

Can I have ceased the world to roam
To find that now I have no home?

Home! but home no longer; house where I was bom'
Windows shattered, doors destroyed, blinds from windows

torn!

Let me rest awhile here—here tonight I'll sleep;
Then again I'll wander—wander o'er the deep]

Not many years I have to roam
No matter now, I have no home!

Man-Scared
"Have you ever been scared, real, downright scared? I

don't mean the feeling you had when you were forced to fight
a bigger boy in the old school days, nor yet that unpleasant,
spooky atmosphere of lonesome road home when you were
just making your first formal calls on the girls. That mi-ht
be termed 'frightened/ like children are frightened. But I
mean scared, man-scared, when your very soul is torn asunder
and cries out in an agony of fright. No ? Well, take my word
for it, you don't want to try it. I know, I speak from experi-
ence. And, though it has been years and years since I passed
through the most terrible ordeal of my life, every incident in
it stands out as clearly and vividly in my mind as if it hap-
pened yesterday.

"It was during my college course at Y—, while I was inmy sophomore year. At the time I was rooming with two
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other boys, who naturally were my closest friends. Two more

diversified types of humanity it would be hard to find than these

two boys. Bill Jones, who I chummed with all the time, was

also a sophomore—the genuine article. Well, we both were,

for I reckon I was almost as bad as he was. What rounders

we were can be imagined from the fact that we cut classes

just as often as we pleased, which was so often that we were

constantly the object of faculty discussion, and in addition

had a great fondness for beer, poker, or, in fact, just anything

that was breaking the rules. To break all rules was the princi-

pal requirement for us to pass on a scheme. Of course, we

had the customary loud clothes and lengthy vocabularies

proverbially belonging to students of that class. So far as

this, Bill and I were each just as bad as the other. The only

point on which we differed and in which he excelled me in

following Satan was religion.

"Having been very strictly brought up by the strictest of

Presbyterian fathers, with a Bible on my right hand and a

catechism on my left, I still retained a wholesome respect for

the Church and God. Not so, Bill. He was the original

atheistic blasphemer. I have heard him sit up and mock and

scoff at all that is termed holy until I feared that God would

strike him dead where he sat. In fact, I would not have been

in the least surprised to have seen him paralyzed right in the

midst of one of his terrible orations against the Creator. The

boy had a wonderful command of the language, and he could

curse for an hour without ceasing. Moreover, he was proud of

it, and cultivated it as an art. To even my mind he appeared

absolutely beyond redemption.

"What he must have appeared to Henry Falcon, our other

roommate and whom I said was just our opposite, I can hardly

imagine. Henry was a hard-working, yet a jolly good sort

of a fellow—a mighty rare combination. Also he was a junior,

and in all probability was directly responsible for our passing,

whenever we did. Henry was a Christian, too. He proved that

by bearing up with us and trying to convert us, instead of

changing roommates. Bill took an especial delight in teasing

him by cursing and blaspheming before him; but do all he
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could, he could not break down Henry's good nature Al-
though I said he was a Christian, I didn't mean that he was
such a pious Puritan that he wasn't always ready for a good
adventure. In fact, that was his one weakness-he loved
romance and adventure to distraction. And for their sake
he very often played the 'fish' in some game of ours.

"It all started one evening when Bill and I had taken a cross
country jaunt out through the woods for some holly for
Christmas was only a few days off. The short autumn twi-
light darkened into dusk as we came out on the top of a hill
and saw the lights of the town twinkling in the distance A
cool breeze sprang up as we stood looking away across at the
lights.

"% all the gods, it's getting cold as blazes,' cried Bill
Let s beat it for town quick.' And then suddenly, 'Say it's
two miles home by the road. Let's cut off by going straight
down through that thick clump of woods yonder

'

"I was willing, and we set off at a trot. At first it was
awful dark m the woods, but directly we got used to it and
could see well enough to trot. We were going pretty rapidly

yar?
^ ^ ^ ^ What d° y°U reckon-an old grave-

"^ J°ve

!

ki°V cried Bill, 'this must be the old private
graveyard of the now extinct Kay family. Here's luck I Why
they say that one old man in here has been buried since 1729
Jove! here it is now! But, look here, old man,' addressing
the grave and launching forth into a wild oration. He jumped
over the broken down fence and stood in mad defiance on top
of the grave, wildly waving his hunting knife around his head
as he cursed the old man in the vilest terms, all the time daring
him to come up and give battle. At last I persuaded Bill to
cease his mad foolishness and come on home, although he did
it reluctantly. He seemed to take a fiendish delight in dancing
exultantly upon and plunging his knife to the hilt in the grave
of a harmless old man who had been buried there just one

thTL t

SiXty"dght yearS bef°re
-

Jt was uncanny, to say

"After we got home, when Bill failed to eat in his usual
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healthy manner and sat clown quietly to do nothing but stare

straight before him into the fire, I knew something was up,

that some wild scheme was about to be set on foot. And

already I instinctively got ready to call in Henry, the ever-

ready scapegoat. Henry was indeed a martyr to his own

love of Adventure. Adventure! It must have been a magic

word to him, the way he bit. Oh, how hard he would bite!

"Directly Bill called me over to him for what I knew it to

be, the preliminary conference. Then he explained his plan

to' have a little fun out of Henry and the graveyard. We
would go in advance to the graveyard and fix up a pulley and

white sheet arrangement, which could be maneuvered by a

string without Henry's seeing us do it. Very funny and very

easy, too. All we had to do now was for me to fish Henry

and Bill go fix up the sheet. Bill left early the next morning

to carry out his duty, and I hunted up Henry.

"1 then told Henry of our experience the evening before,

and his poor, romantic soul became so intensely interested

that he rather ran into the trap than walked in. For though a

Christian, Henry dearly loved superstition and 'hants' in

general. I told him that that day was the old man Kay's

birthday, that is, the anniversary of his being planted in the

soil over a century and a half before, and that Bill and I were

going to celebrate it with him that night at twelve o'clock,

and invited him to come along. Would he? Well, slightly.

"I'll never forget that night. Long after I'm dead and

gone it will remain indelibly stamped upon my soul. We left

our room about ten o'clock and struck off briskly across the

fields for the thick patch of woods that loomed black against

the sky in front of us. We got to the graveyard about 11:30

and decided to sit around and wait till midnight, when the

revels should begin. Henry was enjoying to the fullest an

adventure such as his soul had long craved. Bill was in his

glory, bold, witty and debonair. I alone had a curious feeling

of an' impending calamity; not that I was scared, for up to this

point fear had not entered my head.

"A cold wind sprang up from the north, and suddenly the

chimes of midnight were borne across upon it from the town.
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Bill sprang to his feet with a wild, eerie shout, and vaulting
the old fence, stood triumphantly once more upon the grave
of the long dead man, while he brandished over his head a
Bible in one hand and a murderous-looking knife in the other.

" 'Let the revels begin !' he cried in demonical glee, and he
began to preach a terrible mockery of a funeral and resurrec-
tion service, as he called it, over the ashes of a man who had
been buried there just one hundred and sixty-eight years
before exactly. It was a gruesome sight, to say the least, to
see him dancing about there drunk with the intoxication of
the effervescence of his own soul, and railing out against God
and the world in the vilest blasphemy. After a while he stop-
ped and called us to him and asked Henry to strike a match so
we could read the inscription on the stone. Shielding the
flame from the wind by our coats, Bill read aloud by the feeble
glare

:

" 'William Adorn Kay
Born April 19, 1652,

Died December 21, 1729,

He lived like he died,

Game.
God have mercy on his soul.'

"'God have mercy on his soul?' mocked Bill loudly, and
gave a terrible laugh, which echoed around hollowly. Then,
turning to Henry, he gave him the Bible.

" 'Well, we'll see,' he scoffed. 'Now, Henry, we'll ask the
old guy to come up, and if he does the first time, that means
he went to heaven, and you present him the Bible. But if not,
he went to the other place, and when he comes up at the
second call, I'll carve on him with this,' brandishing the knife
'Come out, you old degenerate !' he called. There was no sound
except the moaning of the wind.

" <You lose
>
Henry,' cried Bill triumphantly. 'Now let's

see if he won't come up for me?' And he called again and
pulled on the string to which the sheet was attached. Up rose
the white figure right across from us, and Bill jumped for-
ward and the knife went through the sheet. He turned justm time to see Henry drop like a stone to the earth.
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"I experienced such a terrible, nauseating fright that I

myself almost fainted. And I didn't know the worst even then.

Bill, becoming alarmed, dropped down beside Henry and felt

for his pulse and then his heart. One terrible moment of

suspense, and then he choked. 'My God, we've killed him.'

The horrible truth brought me to my knees beside our pros-

trate comrade, and vainly I felt for just one beat of his heart.

No, it seemed as if already the poor body was getting cold.

The growing horror of the situation cannot be described.

Suddenly, with a shrill scream, Bill fell backward and, drop-

ping down upon his knees, with his hands stretched out

towards heaven, he began to pray.

" 'Oh, God, if you are a God, have mercy ! If you are a

just God, punish me, not this poor fellow. Give him back his

life, oh, God, his life, which will be useful to those around

him, and take mine, which
—

' and on he cried, clawing the

ground with his naked hands and lifting his voice shrilly until

it mingled with the sighing and the whispering of the pine

trees as the cold north wind stirred them restlessly to and fro.

The moon had been obscured by a cloud and, lit only by the

bleak starlight that was sifted down through the overhanging

pine boughs, the cold white toombstones loomed about us like

sentinels in the gray of dawn. The wind freshened up and

the scurrying leaves gave forth a sound like the far-away

strains of a funeral march. For several minutes Bill had lain

flat on the ground with his face to the earth, while his body

was shaken convulsively. Suddenly he sprang to his feet with

an inarticulate cry and, throwing out his arms toward heaven

in yearning supplication, he burst forth again:

"'Lord God, give me just one more chance, just one! I

believe ! I believe ! Only spare him, for Christ's sake— !'

"He waited expectantly, with arms outstretched, and as if

in answer to his prayer, the moon broke forth and shone down

her silvery light upon that gruesome spectacle. At the same

time Henry emitted a groan, and with a cry of supreme grat-

itude to the Redeemer, Bill fell in a swoon beside his friend.

"Of course I had the deuce of a time getting those two home,

even after they both revived after a few minutes. You can
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imagine how I felt alone with those two almost dead and sev-
eral real dead and buried men around me. That's what I
meant awhile ago when I spoke of being man-scared.

•'By the way, Bill Jones and Bishop Jones, who you heard
preach this morning, are the same man. That's why I told
you this story." CCS '14

*

The Viking

Behold a Viking bold,

No bolder can be found;
None other wanders so,

Over this world so round!
I sail away from home,

I leave my friends behind,

I pierce the vast unknown,
I breast the chill north wind

:

The sun may rise or set,

The world be light or dark;
Let tempests spend their strength

Against my small, frail bark!
I laugh at driving storms

That break the ocean's calm;
Tempestuous*, sky-high waves

Can't cause me fear or qualm.
I rollick far and wide,

Beyond the white sea-strands;

I tire of spots familiar,

And look for strange, new lands;
I navigate the sea;

The wind, it fills my sails;

I like to steer my craft

Into the s'tormy gales.

I dare the roaring waves;
My heart it quaketh not,

When, on the Polar Sea,

The sun, it setteth not!
I heed not awful dangers—
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At perils only laugh;

My blood goes coursing fast,

When foaming meed I quaff!

But when I've wandered long,

I hasten home once more,

To see again my cozy home,

My wife and children four;

Then I tire of idleness,

And long to be at sea;

So launch my trusty bark,

And sail again to sea!

t- * * *

And when life's spark is out—
When I will sail no more;

When I have reached my goal,

Life's fitful voyage o'er:

Then bury me on the seashore,

Where the billows roar„

And let my dirge be sung

By waves a-szveeping o'er!

D. L. E., '13.

*— —

Micheal Ney, Marshal of France

Among the bravest men in the Grand Army of the Great

Napoleon, and among the most splendid heroes in the pages of

recorded history, there are no warriors, however brave and

courageous, that can surpass the French hero, Micheal Ney,

in loftiness of character and in knowledge of battle.

To have been born within the bounds of poverty, into a

country which was on the eve of a great revolution ;
to have

suffered the pangs of need during that period in which the

blood of France flowed as babbling streams from the rich

and poor; to have felt the need of accomplishment and to

have lost the opportunity of the Great. These were the gift

of life's Creator to a man who was ordained for a masterful

mission as a hero.

Born with the divine fire of genius sprinkled into his soul,
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christened with a name which was predestined to remain for-ever at the acme of fame with those of other splendid heroes,and reared under the kind protection of attached Providence
the hfe of Micheal Key, rising from the realms of deepSpoverty smote Europe with so great a manifestation of un-daunted courage and ancient determination that the surprisedword beheld him, exclaiming, "That is a man '"

To have been called the Bravest of the Brave by one whomhe ex.stmg world regarded as the gigantic captain of all
centuries, among a band of warriors and brave men that hasnever been collected together in any preceding age of recordedtime the lion-hearted Lannes, the indomitable Murat theimpetuous Kellerman the gentle Portiouiski, the giant Soulan, the co.irageot.s Bessires and Massena. This places him
at the height of human courage. To the Emperor's mind
here could be no leader with a truer heart and a braver soul'than Micheal Key. Besides his courage and his knowledgeof leadersh,p, Ney was the most gentle man in disposition.He was not only kind to the wealthy, but he was also kind tothe poor Wealth amounted to little with him. Royaltyamounted to naught. The things which appealed to his'soulwere the simple truths of life, the secrets of nature, and the

fidelity of true manhood.

savTdVhTr
11

^ a ?
£ight

°f E'Chinger; h Was he wh0saved the Grand Army there. Through the frozen fields ofKussia, it was he who with determination led his army on-ward, and m six months' time returned to his native country
being much fatigued from the unsuccessful march. It was hewho marked with inks of blood in history's tablet the grandescharge recorded, and at last it was he who died a hero witha traitor's name.

We trace him on the frozen fields of Russia, driving theenemy at each attack, with the thousand mourns of the pitifulwho lay down to a frozen death. There we see his stern heart
touched. Suffering humanity about him spoke to him with alanguage of the soul. Retreat was inevitable, but death was
preferable. Six months passed away, his army was thinning
out. Human groans seemed to grow fewer about him Hu-
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inanity's cause called to him, and, though his heart was broken

at the thought of retreat, Ney turned towards France.

We next trace him to the fatal battle of Waterloo—the

battle which held the fate of Europe within its sway, the bat-

tle he result of which held his fate and the destmy of his

Emperor in its sway. There we see the last ray of the sun

of his marvelous career fading with a glittering glamor upon

the hVht of eternal fame. We see him smiling upon his last

hope
°
There was for him a long and gentle rest-that was all.

Fate had made him as an experiment in human life and she

had succeeded. He was the perfect model. She smiled upon

him, so well had he wrought. But, alas! the end must be.

O Waterloo! The glare was in his eyes, that same glare.

Defeat and death stared him in the face, but that brave heart

was firm. Death is a duty to the brave man, defeat an honor.

Ney thought of Napoleon ; small was his interest m self. He

feared naught, but he feared for the Great General The

battle raged. Five horses were killed beneath him. He led

the charge on foot. His charge was powerful, but his army

was being defeated. O that he could be killed! His clothes

were torn with balls and his face was black from powder

and smoke. The battle ended, Napoleon was defeated, and

the world was filled with surprise. It is said that when Sir

Robert Hall, a noted English divine, heard of the defeat he

exclaimed: "I thought the clock of the ages had jumped back

five centuries." Ney returned to France, broken-hearted and

f0

We
ke

trace him to the last moments of his life, when his ex-

istence was at its close, and we see him smiling m the face of

death We see on the chart of the future years a star fading

into the sullen vastness of shame. He is in a tranquil sleep

happily dreaming of leading a great charge once more. The

guards enter; they hear the fatal news. He rises before them,

with a smile on his face. They call him Marshal, so thor-

Tily they knew they stood in the presence of a very man and
ougnlytneyK y me Mlchea,

a hero. He reouKes mem
„ „;

Nev now a common man, and soon a heap of dust. His

Lily approach him. The expression on his face is changed.
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!
his courage fails him, his weeping wife melts his heart

and brings forth tears. Death were a little thing to this the
preparation for death. The place of execution is reached.
Behold about it are innumerable of the Old Guard whom he
had led m battle within the irrevocable past. The Marshal
comes forth. See, there is an excitement among the peopleHe appears as he appeared at Waterloo, the expression of ahero was on his face. We see the guards attempt to bandage
him, and we hear him say: "Oh, no; are you ignorant that for
twenty years I have faced both balls and powder, and I am not
afra!d to face them now !" The time approaches. "Have voumore to say?" His beaming face looks toward heaven "I
declare before both God and man that I have never betrayedmy country, though may my death render her happy I am
wilhng to die for her; still I wish it had been in battle. Vive
la h ranee!" He turns to the executioners. "My comrades
fire on me!" Ten balls enter him at once. Thus fell one
of the noblest and bravest men that France has ever known
innocent of treason. Wareen AriaiLj ,j6

'

—o—

The Passing of the Old Year
December's snows were spread around,
The swift north wind was bleak and cold;

And still the white and downy flakes
Their tale of winter swiftly told.

'Twos night, and yet no stars were seen,
No radiant moon with transient rays;

But darkness sat upon her throne,
And in her realm commanded praise.

The burning embens glowed within,
And dimly lit the silent hall,

While shadows faint and failing fa$t
Made figures on the polished wall.

No sound was heard, save now and then
The whistling wind stern silence broke,
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In fury shook the towering elm

Or bent the spreading, massive oak.

The hours of night were fleeing fast,

And, too, the year would s\oon depart—
That day had been December s last,

The morrow would a new year start.

And must the old and faithful year»

Alone, without a guide, retire,

With raging tempest hovering near,

And not a star to wake the lyre?

It was not thus divinely planned,

Nor even thus would it now be;

For Heaven itself in power came

To bury darkness in the sea.

The white mowflakes now ceased to fall,

And soon the clouds were out of sight,

While high above the moon shone forth

And added glory to the night.

Small twinkling stars their presence gave

In numbers great and brilliant, too.

The landscape thus in splendor clothed

Roused music's charm and minstrel true.

Just then the sound of bells was heard

In joyful accents ringing near:

They came from yonder lofty spire,

Proclaimed the birth of glad New Year.

The old was gone, and gone for aye;

The new had come, but not to stay—
For it, in Fate's own chosen time,

Must to a newer year resign.

J. E. F., '14.
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Since the Night of That Dance
P. D. HUFF, '14.
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General Roger Abott and General Wm. P. Golden. Many

satirical remarks were made concerning the insult. And it

was really believed that the dispute would be renewed and

possibly result more seriously, although Roger declared that

he and Billy were registered to spend the night together at a

hotel and that they would be friends again. With this as-

sertion he wished them pleasant dreams and took leave,

going straightway to the hotel just around the corner.

In the meantime, Billy had seen Miss Gibbons safely at

home had gone to the hotel, had written a letter, had carried

it to the postoffice and had returned to his room again.

It was about five o'clock in the morning when Roger arrived

at the hotel. There were only two small lights burning m the

hall so it must have been no brighter than twilight when

Roger walked into his room and left the door standing ajar.

He saw Billy sitting in a chair with his head leaning back-

wards. Roger stood still, probably feeling somewhat peculiar,

and asked Billy why hadn't he undressed and gone to bed

But Billy could speak no more. Roger turned on the light and

saw that Billy was breathing his last, and that he was gripping

tightly in his left hand a bottle with the grim skull and cross-

bones labeled upon it.
.

Roger was terrified at this sight. He thought that circum-

stantial evidence would be against him, and he quickly and

stealthily made his way to the depot, leaving his dead

"camarade de chambre," his frat-mates his classmates his

future bride and his expectant parents at home. The next day

an inquest was held, and, after considerable reasoning it was

decided that Billy Golden had been poisoned by Roger through

jealousy. But Roger was gone, and there could be no trial.

Every one that was personally acquainted with the boys was

in doubt as to just how the untimely tragedy happened. To

say the least of it, this was certainly a shock to every one.

No less surprised was Miss Gibbons, who began to recall

every word, just as her escort of the night before had spoken

them to her. She felt that she had rejected one who really

loved her; one who would have been brave enough to stand

Stria!. It was a puzzle to her why her lover would poison
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one whom she had rejected for him. She could only say "Well
I am sure Roger had some reason for poisoning Billy,' and it
was human nature to flee. I love him as much as ever, but he
ought to have sent me a message before leaving."

From that time every moment was one of sorrow to Miss
Gibbons. The days were long and dull ; the nights long and
sleepless. Every night she prayed for her lover to come home
livery day she expected in vain a letter from him "Is he
dead or alive?" she would ask herself. But nothing of Roger
could be heard. Sometimes she tried to banish her sorrow
by reading stories to the younger children, sometimes by car-
rying flowers to her sick friends. She was very fond of music
and had a wonderful talent; she took great interest in teaching
music and French to her younger sisters. Ten years were spent
in this dull and monotonous manner.
One morning her father was selling an old overcoat to one

of the servants, and a letter was found in one of the pockets
ft was uncertain just how long the letter had been in the
pocket; the postmark was not legible. It was addressed to
Miss Fannie Gibbons; she could not imagine who wrote it, but
the handwriting seemed familiar. She immediately opened it
and read as follows

:

_ „ June 8, 1901.
Dear Fannie :-The last twenty-four hours, happy

though they may have been to some, have indeed been
miserable to me. You know I love you with my whole
soul, and you have rejected me. So I have gone through
college for no other result than to have introduced you to
Roger Abott. But there is only one remedy for me to
banish the tantalizing thought- It is suicide! I shall
resort to it

!
May earth's happiness and pleasure be with

y0U
" (Signed) Billy Golden.

Never before had Fannie endured such bitter feelingsWhy was the letter lost? Why did Roger leave? Why was
Hi ly so foolish as to poison himself? But Roger is at parts
unknown and I cannot tell him of the news." Many similar
thoughts occurred to her at this moment of surprise The
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letter was published. The warrant for Roger Abott was de-

stroyed. Many inquires were made as to where Roger was.

But all were to no effect. Fannie's life seemed wearier than

ever.

Easter Sunday of 191 1 was the brightest and prettiest day

of the season. The bright rays of sunshine shone down upon

the green foliage, casting cool shadows beneath the leafy

boughs. Fannie went to services that morning wearing her

Easter attire, with a unique little bouquet pinned upon her

shirt waist. As she had been accustomed for quite a while,

she took her seat in the choir and unlocked the pipe organ,

which she played like an artist. She noticed that she had lost

her bouquet, but a little thing like that didn't worry her. She

took her seat before the pipe organ and ceased to think of the

bouquet.

The services were coming to an end. She was playing a

doxology, and while she looked at the image of the congrega-

tion in the mirror before her, she caught a glimpse of her

unique little bouquet pinned upon the coat of her handsome

lover, who had found her bouquet, lost by his sweetheart.

Indeed, it was a happy meeting for these two, who loved each

other so dearly. He went to dinner with her, and when all

were seated at the table he told her why he left and why he

had not written. Then he told her all the experiences he had

undergone ; told her that he happened to walk into an American

cafe in Naples, and seeing an American newspaper, read an

account of Billy's letter. In a short time they were married,

and even now they discuss the things which took place since

the night of that dance.
-0-

Life

CHICK A. DEE.

Much of life is only strife,

With grief along the way;

Truth is crushed, and Right is brushed

Unblushingly away;

Faith is l&st—your soul is tossed

By questionings and doubt;
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Lies are told, and honor sold,

By people all about;
Age is cuffed, and youth rebuffed—

There's no respect for age;
Fraud is used, and Truth abused,
Provoking you to rage;

While you sleep they steal your sheep,
And all your scanty hoard;

False from true, tho' known to you,
Is by them quite ignored;

Battle's hard; your fate, ill-starred,

And fainter sounds your song;
Swords are clashed, and Right is dashed
Beneath the feet of Wrong;

Tho' the fight be till the night,

Stick ever to your post
Victory will be to thee,

Tho' seems your cause quite lost;
Keep the field, and use your shield
To ward off hostile darts;

Let no harm your strength disarm,
Or fear unman your heart.

And tho' life may seem but strife,

Don't cast your banner down
Draw your sword, and be the lora\
And yours will be a crown!

-o-

The Evils of Immigration
One of the greatest questions that confront the thinking

people of America today is the question of immigration. And
well that it might, because there is perhaps no problem
which needs as serious consideration as this question of im-
migration. An increase of immigration seems always to be
coincident with the periods of marked prosperity in business.But the prosperity of the last ten years has resulted in an
immigration to the United States which may be, without ex-
aggeration, described as appalling in quality and amount to
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those who consider the subject in its widest bearing. There is

every reason, therefore, for immediate action, already too long

delayed, as well as for a thorough comprehension of the con-

ditions of the problem.

The landing of nearly one million aliens in the United States

in twelve months should not be viewed with alarm, if their

moral and physical condition is such as will promise that high

order of civilization so essential to our government and the

prosperity of our country. The blending of nationalities tends

to strengthen government and institutions where there is cul-

ture and enlightenment. But this blending is detrimental to

a government where the alien element is ignorant and degen-

erate. The foreigners that are today crowding our shores are

not the highest type of citizens that their country afford, but

they are largely the lazy and the criminals of a degraded

population. They are largely those who are debarred from

citizenship and denied the privileges of their own country.

This class of immigrant is a material harm in many ways.

They would naturally cause an unfriendly feeling between

the laboring classes and the capital. A foreigner can live on

half the amount that it takes for a native American. He does

not care to dress decent, nor to keep up with the American

society. As his needs are few, he is able to work for small

wages, thereby causing competition in labor and an unfriendly

feeling between the American laborer and the employer. This

feeling is agitated as immigration increases, causing a large dif-

ference between the two classes, resulting in more frequent

and more general strikes.

The negro element is also excited. These foreigners come

to America with no other purpose than to escape the duties of

their country and to find an easy livelihood. They are ignorant

of American institutions, and cannot claim American citizen-

ship. Nevertheless, they are assimilated, permitted to carry

on their own selfish and personal purposes and enjoy the free-

dom and privileges of our government, while their black neigh-

bor is debarred from many of these privileges. It is natural

and right that he should be incited against this intruder, who
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contributes nothing to the commonwealth, while the negro
contributes lots and cannot enjoy the same privileges.

This vast immigration is an expense to the nation in several
ways. In the first place, they return nothing for what they
receive. Many are paupers and are dependent upon American
charitable institutions. The diseased and pauperized must be
cared for, thereby crowding out our own diseased.
The criminality among foreigners is nearly twice as great

as among native Americans. It is contended by the census
authorities that for each million of foreign born population,
there are one thousand, seven hundred and sixty-eight pris-
oners, while for each million of native born there are only
eight hundred and ninety-eight prisoners, thus showing a
tendency to criminality more general among foreigners than
native Americans.

Perhaps the most dangerous evil of immigration is in a
political way. The immigrant is naturally ignorant of Amer-
ican institutions and government. He is not concerned as to
how the government goes, since he gets his wishes gratified.
Any kind of party or mean political leader can show the
majority of the immigrants a fascinating proposition or make
them an astonishing promise and win them to any cause, how-
ever evil or wrong it may be. There are a few, however—the
most intelligent—who have the welfare of the country at
heart and strive to better conditions. But this class of immi-
grants is very small. The immigration commissioner's report
for a few years ago was eight hundred and twelve thousand,
eight hundred and seventy foreigners landed on American soil-

and one hundred and sixty thousand of these persons were
very illiterate. Such persons as these cannot help to build a
strong government. They are not capable of citizenship, but
are tools in the hands of most dangerous political leaders.
The American people should not permit this question of

immigration to puzzle them any longer, but should take imme-
diate steps to make some revision. There is no reason why
every foul and stagnant pool of population in Europe, which
no breath of intellectual and industrial life has stirred for
ages, should be emptied upon American soil. It is incumbent
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upon the American people to bring about a revision that will

remedy existing conditions before the American ideals and

institutions are consumed by the ignorant foreign element.

C. E. K., '15.



PUBLISHED THE I5TH OF EACH COLLEGE MONTH BY THE CALHOUN, CARLISLE
________ AND PRESTON LITERARY" SOCIETIES.

Spartanburg, S. C, January 15, lgi3 .

Entered at the PostoMce, Spartanburg, | C, a~s~Second Clas~s~Ma~^r

STAFF
Editor-in-Chief „

' ' •; Henry R. Sims
n CALHOUN
Business Manager T ~ TT
^MeftV £d«/or Hy

t
er

f. m. c. Editor..;;:;;. h'tS?^ E'

^j«/on/ Exchange Editor.

[

"

[

*

'.

!

'.

"

'.

'
]

'
\ \_ T

"

j
T E>J . CARLISLE

'

Literary Editor t»ttt
Exchange Editor V

D
* ^- Edwards

Assistant Business Manager
. . .V. L S King

j , n^ PRESTON*
Local Editor 7 t nx
Assistant Literary Editor";;:::;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;;, % g

§ EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT §

In this issue of The Journal we
College Criticism give most of the criticisms that have

been made of our October issue, some
having been omitted for lack of space and will be printed
later. It is interesting to look them over. What pleases one
hurts another. One congratulates our cover, another slams
it hard. One feels sure that the editors had material to choose
from; another says some things were run to fill up space
The same story is "excellent," "interesting," "good " "

a mere
effusion," "put in to fill space," as the different editors read
it. The story that is "unusually successful and interesting" to
one is the "ordinary type of college story" to another It has



46 Wofford College Journal.

"touches of the genuine artist" and is of "great dramatic in-

terest," yet the "plot is old and overworked." So cheer up,

authors, any opinion you have may be substantiated, and as for

the adverse critic, he may have had dyspepsia when he read

your bewitching article.

But there ought to be a serious side to this. The various

divergent opinions point to the lack of any common method

of judgment. The lack of a definite standard by which to

compare articles helps the variety, but we believe in many

instances it is caused by the over consciousness of the critic of

his supposed duty.

Primitive man always depended upon

Lyhching vs. Law himself for protection, and revenged

his own wrongs. Whether his neighbor

merely trespassed upon his hunting grounds, tried to steal his

wife, or murder his children, was all the same to him—a fight

was the immediate result. Savage man listened only to the

brutal law of physical force, and the strongest ruled his fel-

lows, even as the wolves and lions were governed by the

fiercest of the pack.

As time passed, however, man became more enlightened-

more "tame," as we would say, in referring to animals. He

learned the value of the individual's submission to the social

group, and eventually he constructed laws, created new meth-

ods of redress and protection. This substitution of justice for

force in the regulation of personal difficulties was an immense

step forward.

This was many years ago, yet we still see evidences of our

savage forefathers. There are still men so bloodthirsty, so

little amenable to law and order as to advocate the irrespon-

sible rule of the mob in preference for the peaceful and sys-

tematic dispensation of the courts. Such teachings create

disrespect for law and established authority.

The fact that this process is only advocated for certain

crimes does not extenuate it. To lynch a negro for one crime

is only slightly removed from lynching him for another, as

evidenced recently at Norway. Lynching for a crime is only
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a short step to lynching on suspicion of crime. At any rate,

even admitting lynching is justified in one instance, do we not
lose more than we gain by doing so? Every lynching ought to

be investigated rigorously and its leaders prosecuted.

The more one reads about the "social

The Social Evil evil" the more convinced does he be-

come of the real and significant appro-
priateness of the adjective accompanying it. It is, in fact, a
social evil, not an individual one. It is old, very old—almost
as "old as the Eden tree," and it is new, very new—almost as

"new as the new cut tooth." But an awakening has recently

come upon our country, new forces are at work and this ancient

evil is being attacked by what Miss Jane Addams calls a "new
conscience." The new movement is visible everywhere. It

was caused chiefly by large religous and moral uplift move-
ments all over the country, aided by such powerful agencies

as the study of eugenics and the like. A few weeks ago
Atlanta outlawed the "red light" districts, followed a few
days later by Chicago—both the results of an awakened social

conscious becoming cognizant of the conditions of things.

The startling, hideous and repulsive disclosures of the traps

laid for inexperienced country girls and ignorant immigrant
girls, and the entire workings of a great commercial organiza-

tion founded upon human suffering and drawing its profits

from human degradation, as laid bare by the writings of
Kaufman, Addams and the investigations of the white slave

traffic committee, are stirring people to action. This great sin

threatens the public health, the sanctity of the home and the

purity of our women—that a civilized community would tol-

erate it in any form is unbelievable, were it not for the facts.

Although we call it a social evil, it is well to remember
Kipling's injunction, "The sin that ye do by two and two, ye
must pay for one by one." And whenever each individual

can be made to feel his or her direct responsibility for the state

of affairs conditions will be improved. When the man as

well as the woman is made a social outcast, when living

wages are enforced in workshops and industries employing
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women, when society stops holding to the foolish conception

that a man's moral conduct is his personal affair, when the

sowing of wild oats is met with public disfavor and disapproval

put in concrete form—then only will the thousan is of unfor-

tunates who "have but stumbled in the path we have in weak-

ness trod" be rescued from a life of shame and horrible

cruelty.

At present, however, it seems we are working for reform

in the wrong way. It cannot be secured by persecuting the

outcasts and running them out of cities. It can only be accom-

plished by removing those things that create these conditions,

and the first in importance is ignorance. Teach eugenics in

the schools, and by creating in a new generation the true regard

and the true value of life will we lessen the present evil.

While cities engage in eradicating the houses in their midst,

lascivious and sensual entertainments are in the theatres, lude

pictures stare from every billboard, "The Price She Paid,"

"The Common Law" and the like stretch out to the novel-

reading public and in many other ways are we educating the

social taste to call for those things we are seeking to destroy.

If the reform is to be effective, it must attack the source of

the evil, not the evil itself.

Most college publications (we are

College Publications speaking of the monthly publications)

fail to realize that which should be

best about them. Nearly all magazines have three depart-

ments—the literary, containing stories, essays and poems
;
the

editorial, and the exchange. This is only part, however;

other departments (such as Chapel Notes, Alumnae, Local,

Athletic, Book Review, Y. W. C. A., Current Events, Art

Notes, Expression, etc. ad infinitum) are contained in the

various magazines, each department having a special editor.

This is mistaking the function of the monthly magazine, in

our opinion. Such departments, bearing as they do only local

news, ought to be in a weekly paper; for by the time fte

monthly magazine is issued most of the news is "dead," 117

fact, it has long ago lost interest.
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The ideal college monthly, to our mind, would have no
sharply divided departments, limited in scope and edited
separately. An editor-in-chief, with four or five assistants,
should be elected to handle the magazine, with a business
manager and an assistant co-operating with them. The read-
ing matter in this magazine would run about like this : ( I ) A
review of the world's activites for the month, foreign and
domestic, either political, financial or otherwise. Examples
are readily seen in the Review of Reviews, and in the weekly
synopses of the Outlook and Independent. This department
would be edited by the board of editors. (2) It would have
interesting and instructive articles on present-day politics,

economics, social conditions, moral questions, historical events^
etc. Each magazine should try to secure original writings
from students—tales of Reconstruction as told to students by
their fathers; write-ups of the Hamburg and Ellenton riots;
the Darlington constable trouble, and other articles of local
interest. (3) The editorial department should be an open
forum for the expression of any opinion, based upon reason
and well written. All articles here should be signed by the
student contributing them. (4) A review of other magazines
and books.

In the foregoing scheme not much is said of the story and
poem. Not much was intended. Very few college writers
can write good stories or poems—they have not had the actual
experience necessary; consequently the stories and poems of
one college generation after another are always the same. But
we would not entirely do away with them—occasionally, when
an extra good story or poem came forth, it ought to be pub-
lished. However, a college boy can write good articles on
questions where actual experience is unnecessary. By reading
up on foreign politics, he can discuss intelligently and logically
the relations of the Triple Entente and the Triple Alliance.
He can argue pro and con on the free passage of American
ships through Panama ; he can discuss effectively and readably
economic, social and ethical problems if he devotes to it the
necessary thought.

Then by a gradual improvement along those lines, we see
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no reason why a college should not be able to turn out a maga-

zine that the outside public would read, would even look

forward to. With proper instruction and guidance, the college

press of a State could aid materially in the spread of infor-

mation and could become a factor in the moulding of public

opinion. That is our ideal of a college publication.

EDITORIAL NOTES

We call attention to the announcement of medals for this

year. These will be awarded during commencement.

President-elect Wilson is still holding his silence in regard to

Cabinet officers. With most other folks, we would like to

hear who's going to be who in the coming administration.

Congressman William Sulzer has been sworn in as Governor

of New York. He appears good from this distance. He is a

man who will figure prominently for President in 1916.

This month The Journal is issued late. Notwithstanding

our determination to get it out on time, we cannot do so with-

out student co-operation in the matter of contributions.

We believe that by allowing students to contribute under

nom de plumes we lessen the value of their work. The writing

would be more careful and thoughtful knowing that their

names had to be published.

A student who takes little interest in his college publication

ought to feel ashamed. The Journal this month is late be-

cause of the students' failure to supply material for the Liter-

ary Department.

The Democrats will for the first time in years have an op-

portunity to carry out their policies when the change is made
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March 4, 1913. Tariff reform, destruction of monopoly and
nnancial regulation will be their main themes.

Modern sciences have made some progress in even recent
years. The idea of predicting the weather several days ahead
of time would have astonished people fifty years ago. A cold
wave, or a storm, is readily forecasted, and only in rare cases
is the weather man's prediction wrong.
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LAURANT, THE MAGICIAN.

The third attraction offered by the Lyceum authorities this

year was that of "Laurant, the Magician." One magical en-

tertainment is always more or less on the same order as

another-the same tricks, the same mysteries, the same ad-

miration and enjoyment. Laurant was up to the reputation of

his art-he did things. Several new tricks were performed,

and in every particular of equipment the same freshness and

brightness were apparent as in the bearing of the actor. His

performance was greatly enjoyed by the entire audience, not

all of whom, however, could fathom his mysteries.

SOPHOMORE MEDAL.

Dr Stackhouse, who up to a few weeks ago was the pastor

of Central Church, has shown his interest m the Wofford

students by offering each year a gold medal to the winner

of the Sophomore Declamation Contest. Up to this time no

medal has been offered for this exhibition, and it will prove

a most welcome incentive to the speakers.

The class has always elected the speakers to represent it,

but at its request each literary society has agreed to hold a

preliminary contest among the sophomores in its body and

elect two of them to represent it in the contest. The prelim-

inaries in the various societies will soon come off.

CAMPUS NOTES.

jan< 3 —Dr. Wallace cut all classes.

The students who take Geology I. were very much inter-

ested ( in the recent earthquake. They went into a lengthy

discussion on the subject with Prof. DuPre during the first

recitation after Christmas. The hour slowly passed-several

expected shocks were avoided by the earthquake.
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R. Syfan has been elected preliminary oratorical speaker
in the place of G. H. Hodges. Mr. Hodges fills a charge at
Chesnee, and this, along with his class room work, made it

necessary for him to resign, not having time to prepare his
speech.

The work of The Annual is being pushed forward early
this session. The manager, J. T. Monroe, is active in getting
the pictures, etc., in readiness. The literary material is also
expected to be in on time, so as to avoid a rush just before it

is sent to the press.

Ques.—What's a circle?

Ans.—An argument between Bill Plyler and Clif Rhoad.

"Ty" Genes wanted to know if he could buy a second hand
(round trip) ticket for the Christmas holidays.

Fresh. Palmer (to the persistent newsboy)—I can't read.
Newsboy—I bet you can read a free lunch sign half a mile

away.

Fresh. Hodges (after eating a half fry)—Those chicken
gizzards were something extra.
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| EXCHANGE DEPARTMENT I

$ /. P. Wharton. Assistant Editor. %

In estimating the relative value of

The Brenau
college magazines there are several

Journal.
things which must be taken into consid-

eration. The contributions must be judged as literary pro-

ducts. The balance between the poetry, essays and poems

should have weight. And then, too, the rank and kind of

college issuing the magazine must be considered. Poetical

gems of the first water should not be expected in magazines

from technical schools, although we are apt at any time to be

surprised by finding a lost jewel in some unexpected place.

Judging the contributions to the Brenau Journal separately,

we rank them high. "The Awakening" is the best display of

literary talent we have yet seen. In the form of a drama, it

pictures vividly slum life and settlement work in a great city.

A bit of romance is skilfully woven into the plot, adding life

and interest. "The Rest Cure" is a good story, well planned,

well written and well worth the reading. Two friends, twins,

and two engagements are the cardinal points around which

the story is woven. When we pass to the next story, "A Bor-

derland Rescue," we feel that the less said the better—for it.

Of the poems, "The Heart's Thanksgiving" pleases us most.

In diction, meter and imagery, it is superior to the others. The

tone of "The Call of November" is optimistic and the move-

ment is fast and inspiring; but the idea of wind "hustling"

around a house seems just a little incongruous. "Recollec-

tions of a World Tour" was evidently written by a professor,

so we shall follow precedent and refrain from criticising it.

So much for the individual contributions to the Brenau

Journal. Now let us take the material we have and attempt

to make a magazine out of it. We find that the literary de-

partment will require in round numbers sixty pages. The

play, "The Awakening," will fill thirty-two of these. The

contribution by a member of the faculty takes up eight more,
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leaving only twenty pages for all other contributions. Two
stones, three poems and a clipping from the Atlanta Journal
fill these twenty pages. A woeful lack of balance is seen here.

The Chicora
In reading the Chicora Almacen, we

Almacen.
have a feelinS that the edit°rs did not
have much material from which to se-

lect. The magazine is thin. The poetry is the best thing
about the magazine. Three poems—all of them well written—
add greatly to its value. "A Suggestion" and "Jesus of Naza-
reth Passes By" are both above the average. Although the
two stories, "A Christmas Gift" and "Lloyd Heath's Christ-
mas Eve," are lacking in plot, still they are carefully written
and the atmosphere into which they carry the reader is ele-
vating. "The Philosophy of Burns" is the best individual
contribution in the magazine. The author must have been in
thorough sympathy with her subject, and the general character-
istics of Burns' philosophy are brought out. "Thackeray the
Man," a character sketch, is disappointing. "The Poore
Personn" is most too short and light to add anything to the
Chicora Almacen.

-o-

CLIPPINGS

It raineth every day
On the just and unjust fellow,

But mostly on the just, because
The unjust taketh the just's umbrella.

There was once a young man named Fisher,
Who went fishing for fish in a fissure.

A cod with a grin

Pulled Fisher in,

And now they are fishing the fissure for Fisher.

Oh! the meanness of the Junior when he's mean!
Oh

!
the leanness of the Sophomore when he's lean

!

But the meanest of the meanest and the leanest of the leanest
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Are not in it with the greenness of the Freshman when he's

green.

Freshman Year—Comedy of Errors.

Sophomore Year—Much Ado About Nothing.

Junior Year—As You Like It.

Senior Year—All's Well That Ends Well.

The teacher asked, "What is space?"

The trembling Freshman said

:

"I can't think at present,

But I have it in my head."

Record poor—feeling punk.

Yellow note—fear a flunk,

Worried look—rumpled hair,

Poor exam.—vacant chair.

Lives of students oft remind us

That we can ride a pony lean,

And departing leave behind us

Footsteps few and far between.

Silently one by one in the infinite

Notebook of the teachers,

Blossom the neat little zeroes,

The forget-me-nots of the Seniors.

"I tell you," said the globe trotter, "travel is^ a great thing.

If there is anything in a man, travel will bring it out."

"Yes," said his pale, newly-landed friend, "especially ocean

travel."

College Pal.—Tommy, why are you looking so sad?

Tommy—I was thinking of my girl.

Pal—How is that?

Tommy-One night I asked her if I might see her home.

She said : "Certainly ; I will send you a picture of it. —b*.
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^ C. ikf . Earle, Jr., Editor. %

CLASS BASKET BALL.
During November and December the boys on the campus

had an opportunity to see some mighty fine basket ball "free."

A series of games was played between teams representing the

various classes in college and a team from the Fitting School.

There was much interest in the games, big crowds being

present for each contest. Not only did they come to watch

their favorite team win—or lose—but they did all they could

to help that particular team to victory by rooting.

The cup went to the team from the Junior class. And this

is a new feature in athletic life at Wofford. Each year there

has been a series of class games of basket ball, but there was

no cup for the winning team. The Juniors are to be congrat-

ulated for winning the first basket ball trophy.

The standing of the teams at the close of the season was

:

Won. Lost. P. C.

Juniors 4 o 1.000

Sophomores 3 1 .750

Seniors 2 , 2 .500

Fiters 1 3 .250

Freshmen o 4 .000

BASEBALL.
Much to the delight of all those interested in the Wofford

baseball team, Mr. A. McCarthy has agreed to coach the

team for the coming season. "Andy" needs no introduction,

as he has coached the team the past two years, and not only

put out a splendid team, but also become very popular with all

the boys.

It is urged that every man who can play ball, whether he

be a "professional" or not, come out and try for the team

this year. Wofford always has a good team, but unless every-
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body pulls together and each man does his part, there might

come along some other team and beat the one representing

the Old Gold and Black.

In case any man should have a habit of which he would

have to rid himself when the training season comes, it is sug-

gested that he put that out of the way now and be ready to

give all his energy to baseball when the time comes without

being bothered with a struggle to stop smoking cigarettes,

etc., etc.

The prospects for a championship team are very bright. A
number of the old men are back and new men have come

whose records are the very best, and, unless rumors prove

untrue, they are going to give somebody a mighty hard run

before the team is picked.

The old men are : Frey, Stackhouse and Stilwell, pitchers

;

Green, catcher
;
Sims, third base ;

Black, center field
;
Hamilton,

right field. There are several men in college who have at

one time played 'varsity ball and they may show that they still

have the goods and that they can deliver them.

Let every man do his duty, and there will be no knock

coming from anybody.

In the first game of inter-collegiate basket ball of the season

Wofford lost to the Trinity College squad. The game was

fast and well played and hard fought by both teams, Trinity

having some little better of the argument and the assistance

of that good old friend in the time of need—Madam Luck.

The score was 47 to 12.

The line-ups

:

WOFFORD. TRINITY.

Patterson R. F Siler

TRINITY WON.

Frey L. F, White

Anderson C.

DeShields R. G
Parker L. G

Cherry

Brinn

Thorne

Referee, Denning; umpire, Thompson.
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WOFFORD LOST.
In the second game of the series of games of basket ball

being played between Wofford and the Spartanburg Y. M. C.

A., Wofford lost. Although the big score was on the wrong
side, the game was thoroughly enjoyed by all who had the

opportunity of seeing it, as the playing of both teams was
fast and snappy and the outcome of the game was in doubt
until the whistle blew for play to stop. Now that each team
has won one game, the attendance for the other contests

ought to be better, since those interested in both teams feel

that their team will win at least two of the three games to be
played.

The line-ups

:

WOFFORD. Y . M. C. A.

Black R. F \
Thompson

/ Patterson
Frey L. F. . Lucas
Anderson C Vogel
DeShields R. G Duncan
Parker L. G Hallman

Referee, Denning.

"GYM" TEAM.
After a season of training, during which every man trying

for the team was given a chance to show what was in him,
the manager of the "Gym" team has picked the following men
to represent Wofford this year: Thompson, captain; Hein-
itsh, manager; Carson, Hammond, Williams, Whitman, Cau-
then, Wardlaw, Earle, Osborne and Sprott.

The team is looking forward to the tour to be taken some
time in the spring. The following places have fixed dates:

Columbia, Clinton and Limestone, and it is probable that

many other towns will be added to this list in the near future.
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MR. BETTS' TALK.
At our regular meeting of December 6th Mr. D. L. Betts

gave us a very interesting talk on "Obedience to the Will of

God." Mr. Betts spoke of the great and vital importance of

our obedience to His will, as is so clearly illustrated by man

in his every field of activity. It is the purpose of God, con-

tinued the speaker, that not one human being should fail to

know Christ and follow His example. Many are the thousands

in our midst today who are almost wholly ignorant of this,

the greatest of all teachers and his invaluable secret, that of

the divine life in man. May we, as college men, strive to learn

and remedy our defects and those of our fellow men.

SOME QUESTIONS OF COLLEGE LIFE.

The joyous and happy hours of Yuletide have come and

gone, and we again find ourselves confronted with the tasks

and duties of college life. As we resume our studies, let

each one of us ask himself some confidential questions, as

follows : "What contributions have I made during my career

at Wofiord toward the improvement of conditions at this

institution? Have my aims, my motives and efforts been of

the nature that will yield the most valuable products of my

opportunities and advantages? Have I proven myself worthy

of the title, 'a college-bred man'?" These questions, in one

form or another, must be met and answered by each one of

us. The truly favorable and proper answers must necessarily

come from those men who are striving to develop the spiritual

as well as the mental side of their nature. As we, in our

class room work, are steadily pushing toward the goal of

greatest mental achievement, so may we likewise endeavor to

reach the state of highest spiritual development; and in the
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effort to realize this latter ideal, let us co-operate with the

Young Men's Christian Association, the institution which
stands for this best and noblest of all ideals, and by so doing

become stronger men, endowed with the power to give better

and more nearly perfect answers to any and all questions,

and to be of greater serice both to ourselves and to our

fellow men.

TRUE REST.
"Rest is not quitting

The busy career;

Rest is the fitting

Of self to one's sphere.

" 'Tis the brook's motion,

Free, without strife,

Fleeting to ocean

After this life.

" 'Tis loving and serving

The highest and best,

'Tis onward, unswerving,

And this is true rest." —Goethe.
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The Pathway of Life

"Treading life's pathway where'er it leads,

Lined with flowers or choked with weeds."

THE ARCHIVE, TRINITY COLLEGE, DURHAM, N. C.

A frequent reader of college magazines is early afflicted with a feeling
of regret for the scarcity of that proper amount of silent thoughtful-
ness with

^

which Wordsworth says one can find a tale in every-
thing. * * * * No such feeling as this, however, accompanies the
reading of such a story as "The Lawyer for the Defence" in The
Wofford^ College Journal. It is in all respects an unusually success-
ful and interesting story, well worked out and bearing many touches
of the genuine artist. It stands the test of a second perusal and still

leaves
_
the

#

reader thinking. "But He Also Dreamt," in the same
magazine, is good, but has a somewhat awkward end, not in keeping
with the rest of the story. The Journal contains several very pretty
poems. "The Song of Nature" and "To a Cloud" have a touch of
really lyric beauty. The magazine, withal, is very attractive, and we
feel that the editor had material to choose from.

THE ALMACEN, CHICORA COLLEGE, GREENVILLE, S. C.

The October number of The Wofford College Journal is a very
good issue indeed. "The Lawyer for the Defence" is a very thrilling
story; our hearts go out in sympathy to "Becky Train," who was so
grossly misrepresented. * * * * "Smithfield's Cotton Plunge,"
"The Twentieth Century Call to the South," "But He Also Dreamt"
and "Democrats as Progressives" are excellently and carefully writ-
ten. But we think there is a superflous number of political pieces in
this magazine. Boys are naturally more interested in politics than
girls are; however, too much space should not be taken up in a mag-
azine for the discussion of political affairs. * * * * We are agree-
ably surprised to see so many poems in The Journal. The nature
poems, "The Song of Nature," "To a Cloud" and "Aurora" are poems
of purity, simplicity and truth. "If" is a very striking little poem;
and what is more real and more to be appreciated by college boys
and girls than "Mother?"

THE ISAQUEENA, GREENVILLE FEMALE COLLEGE,
GREENVILLE, S. C.

The material in this magazine is far more attractive than the cover.
We like the arrangement of the Literary Department, in which the
element of contrast is striking. The first poem, "The Song of Nature,"
shows that the author has caught something of the great truth of
nature. "The Lawyer for the Defence" is the best story in this issue.
The plot and paragraphing are good. Few college authors seem to
realize that a paragraph is a unit and can have but one topic. "To a
Cloud" and "Aurora" are charming poems with their vivid picturing.
We want to express our hearty concurrence with the ideas set forth
in "The Democrats as Progressives." The article, though short, indi-
cates thought and careful preparation. The poem, "Mother," strikes
a responsive chord in the hearts of all who read it. "But He Also
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Dreamt" is interesting, touching slightly as it does on the problem ofcompulsory education m South Carolina. But the author could spenda few hours profitably in the study of clearness and sentence structure
I he departments are good, especially the Editorial Department.

THE CAROLINIAN, UNIVERSITY OF SOUTH CAROLINA
COLUMBIA, S. C.

Two poems and a story of unusual merit save the initial issue of TheJournal from being justly pronounced absolutely rotten. "To a Cloud"and Aurora," from the pen of the same author, are intensely musicaland reveal a vivid poetic imagination. These are two of the most
lyrical pieces of verse appearing within the covers of any of thismonth s exchanges, and we hope that D. L. E. will contribute similargems to The Journal throughout the year

commute similar

The Lawyer for the Defense" is a story of great dramatic interest

tl
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a cJ?wded court room while a sensational mur-der case is being heard The story of the crime is graphically relatedthe court scene vividly described and the interest of the reader skilfuUvdirected to the return of the verdict. However, just when the foreman

is ready to report,, the story abruptly ends and the announcement ismade that a prize is offered for the best article predicting the verdictof the jury and submitting reasons for the opinion. The idea is a

V^^ti^Y^T* in renewed interest in ^
rJLTS*

thf the 6SSay
'
"democrats as Progressives," is incorrectlynamed, though we are at a loss to suggest a better title The article isa review of the notable achievements of the last session of Congressconcluding with a tribute to Woodrow Wilson. While lacking; inunity the essay shows the possession of a wide range of facts concfrnmg the tariff and other present-day issues

concern-

How the remarkable collection of absurd clauses and statements notto mention the wofully weak and disconnected plot, of "But He£Dreamt" passed the board of editors and made ts way into TheJournal we> leave for the explanation of that body. More than halfof the effusion-it. should not be called a story-is an argument forcompulsory education, and a very weak argument at that Whenever^fancy or imagination enters, it is but to present to the reader thelover grown into a statesman because he loved, aye, still loves hesweetheart of his youth [This is not all of The Ca?alinian>s cSicismAnother page is devoted to a discussion of the demerits of SisSstory, which, because of its length, we omit.]

THE STYLUS, NEWBERRY COLLEGE, NEWBERRY S C
The October issue of this magazine is well balanced in materialsupply It is also full of good material. The poems greatly add tothe balance of the material. Of these we find real merit in "TheSong of Nature" and "Mother." The other three are of a somewhatlighter strain, but are excellent productions of their kLid ^Democrats as Progressives" is probably the best of the essays It is brimmmg with information and shows that the author is wel read on the

f"
b J ect of politics, which is a subject that deserves our attentionThe Twentieth Century Call to the South" would have been a vahfable article if it had been published elsewhere than in a college ma£azine. We are inclined to think that it is in the wrong pew Theauthor s opinions with reference to the marriage laws a7e good
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although inconsistent with the popular opinion of the masses. Smith-

field's Cotton Plunge" is a story lacking in interest. The facts stated

are too improbable ; for instance, the advance in the price of cotton

makes too rapid strides, which tends to expose the artificiality of the

production. "The Lawver for the Defense" is interesting throughout.

The trend of discourse reveals the climax before the time of the climax

is really at hand. The other departments of The Journal are quite

up to the standard.

THE CO-ED, S. C. CO-EDUCATIONAL INSTITUTE,
EDGEFIELD, S. C.

In The Wofford College Journal the departments are especially

^ood. We note with delight the large number of poems in this issue,

even though some of them failed to be "real poetry." This copy is

composed almost entirely of articles, of which the best is "Democrats

as Progressives," in which the presentation of Woodrow Wilson, the

ideal of that State," is cleverly brought in. The editorials were excel-

lent. Our attention was directed particularly to "Our Native State,

dealing with our present politics.

THE MERCERIAN, MERCER UNIVERSITY, MACON, GA
The Wofford College Journal is filled with contents covering a

little different field from that of most college magazine. Considerable

attention is given to the development and meaning of some of the

most important recent political movements. And this is very good

and appropriate. "The Lawyer for the Defense" is a clever piece of

work The author has an analytic mind and understands the emotions

that stir men to action. "The Twentieth Century's Call to the South"

is an excellent piece of work. It deals with some of the greatest prob-

lems that confront the South today. The author's views, on what

the President of Leland Stanford, Jr. University calls the
>

Burbanking

of the human race," are in harmony with modern sociology. The

article is filled with good, wholesome thought and is well constructed.

The magazine is weak on stories and poetry. But there is plenty of

evidence of thought and labor.

WINTHROP COLLEGE JOURNAL, WINTHROP COLLEGE,
ROCK HILL, S. C.

It is with delight that we notice that the erstwhile tendency to make

school life a thing separate and apart from the world is dying out It

is now the policy of the best instructors to establish a close relation-

ship and interdependence between the college course and the activities

of the world. It is indeed a progressive step for democracy, and for

the State of South Carolina, when her college men undertake seriously

the study of politics. The Wofford College Journal reflects honor to

the student body for the stand they have taken in this matter. In its

present issue we find "Democrats as Progressives," which is an expo-

sition of the part the Democratic party has taken in progressive legis-

lation and reform. "The Twentieth Century Call to the South'^ is a

concise and logical discussion of present-day needs. A like spirit is

reflected from the editorials. We are glad to see these articles, and

would encourage any effort in this direction. There are three stories.

"Smithfield's Cotton Plunge" is rather an unusual narrative of an

improbable situation in the cotton market. The other two have old

and over-worked plots, but the treatment is decidedly original and

attractive Of the poetry, we like best the little poem. To a Cloud.



Wofford College Journal. 65

It is fanciful and delicately pleasing. The Wofford College Journal

is well balanced and carefully organized. Perhaps we shall like the

cover more when we become better acquainted with it; at present we
are not exactly sure of our feelings toward it.

THE PHOENIX, EMORY COLLEGE, OXFORD, GA.

The Wofford Journal has a very attractive issue for October.

Among the features that make it especially interesting is the unusual

amount of poetry. The short stories are, for the most part, well

written and interesting, especially would we mention "The Lawyer for

the Defense." The plot and style of this story is highly commendable.

Another very striking phase of The Journal is their intelligent dis-

cussions of public questions in the articles, "Democrats as Progres-

sives" and "The Twentieth Century Call to the South." This is a line

which other college magazines would do well to enter, if they can

steer clear of the "objectionable feature of partisan politics. We quote

the following from The Journal's editorials: "Governor Blease is

now busy appointing election commissioners. As far as we know, only

Blease supporters are selected. Two years from now he will be run-

ning for U. S. Senator, and maybe they'll help some." This is a

form of "political parlez" which, we think, should never be allowed

to creep into a college periodical.

THE COLLEGE OF CHARLESTON MAGAZINE,
CHARLESTON, S. C.

We were much pleased with the cover of The Wofford College

Journal, which was well suited to the opening number. The mag-
azine as a whole does not come up to the cover in excellency, but is,

nevertheless, very good, taking into consideration that it is the first

number. There are quite a number of poems in this issue. In "The
Song of Nature" we find that the author has sacrificed the sense of

the poem in his effort to get the meter straight. We cannot under-

stand how "bubbling, trickling waters" can "play to tune a matchless

lay." "To a Cloud" and "Aurora" are good. "If" is too sensuous

to be a good poem. The thought in "Mother" is fine, but the meter
is bad. The stories, "The Lawyer for the Defense" and "Smithfield's

Cotton Plunge," are of the ordinary type of college magazine stories.

"The Lawyer for the Defense" is the better of the two. The story,

"But He Also Dreamt," must have been put in the magazine to fill

up space. The plot is mediocre, the paragraphing is bad, the char-

acter portrait of Bessie Morton is not well drawn, and the construc-

tions in many places are ambiguous. This sentence, "She was very

pretty—the thing miscalled a woman that they used," could certainly

have been expressed in a clearer and more forceful manner. We
would not discourage the author, however, as many of his faults

could have been remedied had he made a careful revision of his story.

The essay, "The Twentieth Century Call to the South," is excellent.

It is the best article in the magazine. We are heartily in sympathy

with the author's noble ideas, which he so clearly and forcibly ex-

presses in his essay. The subjects of the editorials are good, but they

are not well written. Such a sentence as this: "As the old saying

goes, clothes don't make a man, but they sometimes cover a lot of

conceit and hot air, which thereby passes off as one," is certainly

capable of much improvement. We would advise the editors to read

their proofs more carefully, as we found a good many typographical

errors.
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THE EDUCATED BOY IS THE MAN OF THE
FUTURE.

Banking knowledge is a strong factor of that education. Litera-
ture and business make a winning combination. Deposit your money
in the FIRST NATIONAL BANK and make it your business head-
quarters.

The FIRST NATIONAL BANK appreciates in the highest sense
possible WOFFORD COLLEGE and her sons and STUDENTS.
EVERY ONE OF ITS OFFICERS AND EMPLOYEES HAS AT-
TENDED WOFFORD COLLEGE, and will welcome heartily every
STUDENT who may enter the BANK.

The Bank of Strength, Progress, Courtesy.

FIRST NATIONAL BANK
Capital $500,000
Surplus 90,000
Stockholders Liability 500,000

W. E. Burnett President

J. B. Cleveland Vice-Pres.
A. M. Chreitzberg. . .

Vice-Pres. and Cashier
S. B. Jones Asst. Cashier

Frank C. Rogers... Asst. Cashier
H. B. Carlisle Attorney
Roy E. Leonard.Head Bookkeeper
W. Frank Klugh Bookkeeper
W. H. Darden. .Sten. & Ex. Clerk

We have caught the spirit of the Young Men's wants and

have provided for them for the coming season a line of Shoes

with all the dash, new curves, and style "kinks" to be had.

"EVERYTHING NEW THAT'S GOOD."

The quality is up, but the prices are just the same.

$3.50 $4.00 $5.00 $6.00

The best efforts of the best shoe makers.

SMITH-COPELAND
SHOE COMPANY

Wofford men must trade only with Wofford Advertisers.
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We are looking for Young Men. Two or three hundred—who
are working and trying to get a higher

Education—to trade with

HOLMES & JOHNSON
DRUGGISTS

SPARTANBURG, S. C.

GREENEWALD'S
THE LEADING

Clothiers, Hatters and Furnishers
MODERATE PRICES ALWAYS

»

GREENEWALD'S
OLYMPIA CAPE

FOR LADIES AND GENTLEMEN
A First-Class Place to Get Something Good to Eat
EVERYTHING CLEAN AND UP-TO-DATE

Private Dining Rooms for Ladies and GentlemenOpen Day and Night Look for the Big Electric Sign
Phone 603. M. A. SCUFFOS, Proprietor

142 North Church Street SPARTANBURG S C

'Style Center for Men' A Shop That Always Carries the NEW
—IN—

Furnishings, Hats and Clothing

And One That Appreciates the College

Man's Trade.

BOMAR 6 CRIGLER
Next to Railroad Crossing, East Main St.

NEW

IDEAS

IN EVERYTHING

A

MAN WEARS

Firms wanting woitord trade, advertise in our publications'.
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When you want your Gem Junior

SAFETY : RAZORS

ELECTRICAL WORK
Rubberset

done promptly and cor-
SHAVING : BRUSHES

rectly, call

Brill Electric Co.

hastman KoaaKs—Kuudx

Supplies

Phone 480 Ligon's Drug Store

Largest Stock of Chandeliers where you are always

and Supplies in town. welcome

K.-W.-N. PHARMACY
"The Quality House"

AND THE PLACE TO MEET YOUR FRIENDS

K.-W.-N. PHARMACY
"ON THE SQUARE"

WORTH LITTLEJOHN

BARBER
5 CHAIRS 107 MAGNOLIA STREET

Hot and Cold Baths Electric Massage

The man who asks for your trade should get it.
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THE QUALITY

of our $4.00 Shoes has gone up!

THE STYLES
are the very newest of the season's approved
styles.

THE PRICE

remains the same—$4.00.

Without a doubt you'll get Four Dollars worth
of shoe satisfaction out of every pair of these good
Shoes. Try a pair and you'll see.

"The Shoe Store"

WRIGHT-SCRUGGS SHOE CO.
126 On the Square. Spartanburg, S. C.

TURNER'S CIGAR STORE
120 EAST MAIN STREET

Cigars and Sfofcacc©

EXCLUSIVE AGENTS FOR

Martha Washington Home Made Candy

Make Journal advertisements pay the advertiser.
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THE

DuPre

Book Store

The Largest Book Store in

South Carolina §

STUDENTS CORDIALLY
WELCOMED C2vt

Don't buy from firms which refuse to advertise with you.
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Wofford College
Henry N. Snyder, LL. D., Litt. D., President

Two degrees, A. B. and A. M. All courses leading to the
A. B. Degree. Eleven Professors. Departments: Ethics,
Astronomy, Mathematics (pure and applied), Physics, Chem-
istry, Biology and Geology, Latin, Greek, English, German
and French, History and Economics, Library and Librarian.
The W. E. Burnett Gymnasium, under a competent director.
J. B. Cleveland Science Hall. Carlisle Hall, a magnificent
new Dormitory. Athletic grounds. Course lectures by the
ablest men on the platform. Rare musical opportunities.
Table board $10.00 to $12.00 a month. Next session begins
February 1st. For catalogue or other information, address

J. A. GAMEWELL, Secretary,

Spartanburg, S. C.

WOFFORD COLLEGE

Fitting School
Two dormitories and one class-room building. The dormi-

tories contain 40 bed-rooms. Electric lights and steam heatm one dormitory. Teachers and matron live in the build-
ings, so that at all times there is a close supervision of the
students. The buildings are on the college campus. The
students take a regular course in the gymnasium, and have
access to the College Library. Expenses for the year, $155.
For further information, address

J. M. STEADMAN,
A. W, HORTON,

Head Masters.
Spartanburg, S. C.

Wofford Students Patronise Wofford Advertisers.
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Have your clothes made by people who know how as

well as guarantee to give you

Style, Fit and Workmanship

Cleaning, Pressing and Repairing

French Dry Cleaning and Remodeling

A Specialty

W. J. NICKLES
INDIVIDUAL TAILORING

152 North Church St. Phone 1116

MEDICAL COLLEGE

OF THE STATE of SOUTH CAROLINA
Charleston, S. C.

MEDICINE AND PHARMACY
Session opens October ist, 1912,

ends June 2nd, 1913- Unsurpass-

ed clinical advantages offered by

the new Roper Hospital, one of

the largest and best equipped hos-

pitals in the South. Extensive

outdoor and dispensary service

under control of the Faculty.

Nine appointments each year for

graduates in Medicine for Hos-

pital and dispensary services.

Medical and Pharmaceutical

Laboratories recently enlarged

and fully equipped.

Department of Physiology and

Embryology in affiliation with the

Charleston Museum. Practical

work for medical and Pharmaeu-
tical students a special feature.

For Catalogue address

ROBERT WILSON, Jr., M. D., Dean

Cor. Queen and Franklin Streets,

Charleston, S. C.

NEW GOODS
NEW STORE

NEW FIXTURES

And We are Now Looking

For

NEW FACES

When you need Drugs—come

to us. Anything a Drug Store

should have, we have it.

Heinitsh's Drag Store

131 Morgan Sq. Phone 91

When trading, say you saw this ad. in The Journal.
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WHERE IS YOUR STORE

ELECTRIC SIGNS
are business gettets

SPARTANBURG R'Y., GAS & ELECTRIC CO.

JOHN A. WALKER
—AGENT FOR—

CLAPP, WALKOVER AND JET1LT SHOES
Wofford Boys Always Given a Warm Welcome

TERMS CASH

"THE COLLEGE MAN'S PLACE."

Sanitary Soda Water

CENTRAL DRUG CO.

You want the boys' trade. Let them

see where you are located. : : :

ALL GLASSES STERILIZED

Wofford men must trade only with Wofford advertisers.
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Bank of Spartanburg

Capital $100,000

We Solicit Your Business

Arch. B. Calvert, Pres.

V. M. Montgomery, V.-Pres.

J. B. Cannon, Cashier.

RAZORS
AND

FINE CUTLERY

Beacham Hardware Go.

Students of Wofford College, Consult

DR. CHAS R. GAILLARD

EYE-SIGHT SPECIALIST
{Successor to Drs. Crimm and

Gaillard)

ABOUT YOUR EYES.
No Charge for Examination
Special Discount to Students.

108 North Church Street, Phone

453- _ „
The Best Glasses at a Reasonable
Price. Satisfaction Guaranteed.

For First-Class Groceries

Chapman
The Grocer

PHONES 92 and 703

THE DOLLAR
SAVINGS BANK.

CAPITAL STOCK $50,000.

The only exclusive savings bank
in Spartanburg. Interest at rate

of 4 and 4
lA% paid upon deposits.

Compounded semi-annually.

Give us your savings account.

ARCH B. CALVERT, President.

J. T. JOHNSON, Vice-President.

J. T. BOYD, Cashier.

J, W. WILSON, Asst. Cashier.

AT SPIGEL BROS.
you will find a large selec-

tion of Jewelry, Watches of

every description; also a

large variety of College

Badges and Pins at the very

lowest price

SPIGEL BROS.
Practical Jewelers and Opticians

A. W. BIBER

Glass Rings Society Pins

FOR ALL EQUIPMENT.
FOR ALL ATHLETICS.

See

JACK CAUTHEN,
—AGENT—

Firms wanting Wofford trade, advertise in our publications.
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SAM EKSTEIN

COLLEGE TAILOR
Spartanburg, S. C.

154^ EAST MAIN ST.

A. B. CORRELL

JEWELER

103 E. Main St.

BUMPS on the head Indicate
knowledge. BUMPS on the feet In-
dicate ill-fitting, improperly made
Shoes. Our Shoes are made over
lasts modeled from the natural foot,
and we know how to fit them.
New Fall Shoes now coming in. We

are always glad to show them.

J. H. LOWE SHOE CO.

CHAMPION SHOE
FACTORY

Largest Shoe Repairing House in the South

SPECIAL RATES TO STUDENTS

113 S. CHURCH STREET PHONE 657

W. M. FREEMAN & SON, Props.

The man who asks for your trade should get it.
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"Some"

Orchestra THE

GRAND THEATRE
THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL

CATERS TO COLLEGE BOYS

A Change of Program Daily

THE GRAND
ADMISSION

A. LEVIN, Tailor to Men
Who Wear the Best

113 1-2 E. MAIN STREET,
Over Standard Cloak Co.

We do cleaning, pressing

and repairing on men's gar-

ments.

Specialty—Refitting Men's

Garments.

To Wofford Students.

Visit the stores of the mer-

chants in Spartanburg wheth-

er you are buying or not. We
want to know you.

Spartan Hardware Co.

LANO OINTMENT
Guaranteed to cure or

money refunded. Try a box
and be convinced. For all

skin diseases.

Lano Ointment Co.

164 N. CHURCH ST.,

At North Side Drug Store.

TAKE YOUR MEALS
—At—

"THE WHITE HOUSE"
The most convenient place

on the Campus.
Terms: $12.50 a month.

See

T. C. HERBERT.

JOE WHOT,

The Chinese Laundry.

Best Quality in Town.

"All the Boys Trade With

Joe."

Shirt ioc.

Collar 2c

Cuffs 4c.

Undershirts 5c.

Drawers 5c.

Handkerchief 2c.

Ties 2c.

N. Church near Main St.

Make Journal advertisements pay the advertiser.
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The Well Dressed Boys

WEAR

Royal Tailored Suits.

Satisfaction Guaranteed.

Over 500 exclusive fabrics.

Call at Room 18, third

floor.

Carlisle Hall.

For Men Who Care

For Correct Styles

Young Men and Men who

care to dress young, Fit

Right Tailors can give you

more new ideas about your

suit than any tailor in Spar-

tanburg.

Fit Right Tailors will do

your cleaning and pressing by

experienced pressers.

FIT -RIGHT TAILORS

132 MAGNOLIA ST.

'Phone 683.

PETERSON

The PHOTOGRAPHER

College Photos

—

Great Specialty.

S. P. Bell & Co., the pub-

lishers of College Annuals,

says in a recent letter : "Your
photos engrave with less

trouble than any we have

ever used, and are inexpen-

sive to students, as hardly

any retouching at all is re-

quired." The sooner in the

year the Annual photos are

made the better for all con-

cerned.

DRINKS
CIGARS
TOBACCO

BURNETT has everything

you want in these lines.

Fresh Candy a Specialty.

BURNETT'S

Don't buy from firms which refuse to advertise with you.
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If You Need

Stationery

Groceries

Cold Drinks, Pipes, Cigars,

Smoking Tobacco, or a quick

Hot Lunch, go to

W. H.Thrower's
On the corner of the Campus.

WHERE IS

LEMIIOND'S BARBER SHOP?
286 Magnolia St., second door

from Southern Passenger Depot,
where I have been doing barber
work for the Wofford Faculty,
Students and the public generally
for more than ten years. I have
an extra fine barber to assist me.
We solicit your patronage.

A. W. LEMMOND,
Proprietor.

Bookkeeping,
Banking and
Shorthand op-
en more ave-
nues to success

than any other
training.

We teach
everything i n
com. branches.
Great de-

mand for our
graduates.

Spartanburg and Anderson, S. C.

thousands of Operators Needed Salaries $45. to $90."per
Month The most educational and fascinating work there is

Beautiful catalog and full information Free
-Low tuition - Small expenses - Shortest possible time.^-
We give students axtual experiance -Write Now—
SPARTANBURG SCHOOL of TELEGRAPHY- SPARTANBURG, S C.

R. E. CUDD & COMPANY
Dealers in All Kinds of Coal

Best Livery Service can be had here. Students'

trade solicited. See our agent,

LeROY MOORE,

Bobo Cottage. Phone 1195

Wofford Students Patronize Wofford Advertisers.
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CHNNON & FETCER CO.

Headquarters for College Men

Clothing, Furnishings and Hats

The Place to Buy what you Like, and

Like what you Buy

CANNON & FETZER CO.

UNIVERSITY OF VIRGINIA
UNIVERSITY, VIRGINIA.

EDWIN A. ALDERMAN, LL. D., President

THE COLLEGE—In this department, four-year courses can be

selected leading to the degrees of Bachelor of Arts and Bachelor of

Science, Cultural and Vocational. Short courses are offered to those

unable to enter at opening of session.

THE DEPARTMENT OF GRADUATE STUDIES—In this

Department an opportunity is given Bachelors of Art and Bachelors

of Science for specializing in any direction they may choose. Degrees

offered are Master of Arts, Master of Science, and Doctor of

Philosophy.
THE DEPARTMENT OF MEDICINE—In this department, a

four-year course is given leading to the degree of Doctor of Medicine.

THE DEPARTMENT OF CIVIL ENGINEERING—In this de-

partment, four-year courses are given leading to the degrees of Mining
Engineer, Civil Engineer, Electrical Engineer, Mechanical Engineer,

and Chemical Engineer.

THE DEPARTMENT OF LAW—In this department, a three-

year course is offered, leading to the degree of Bachelor of Law.
Loan Funds are available. All other expenses reduced to a

minimum.

HOWARD WINSTON, Registrar.

Don't buy from firms which refuse to advertise with you.
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Special Rates to Wofford Students See J. I. ROBINSON

THE UNIVERSITY OF SOUTH CAROLINA
The University of South Carolina has the following departments of study:
I. THE COLLEGE, with various courses of study in Languages, History, Science,

etc., leading to the degrees of A. B. and B. S. Four general scholarships, worth from
$100 to $150 each.

II. GRADUATE SCHOOL, with advanced courses leading to the degree of Master
of Arts.

The graduates of the Colleges of South Carolina are admitted to the University
in all courses, except Law, without charge for tuition.

in. SCHOOL FOR TEACHERS, with the A. B. degree. Forty-four Teachers'
Scholarships, each worth $100 in cash, and exemption from tuition and term fees.

IV. ENGINEERING, leading to the degree of C. E. Practical work in Road Con-
struction.

V. LAW, with the degree of LL. B. The presence of the various courts and the
State Law Library afford exceptional facilities. Graduates in Law are admitted to the
State Bar without examination. Law scholarship worth $190.

University fees for the year, $18 (for women, only $12). For those paying tui-
tion, $40 additional. Room, with light and sendee, $8 a year. Loan fund available.
For catalogue, address,

S. C MITCHELL, President, COLUMBIA, S. C.

THE REX PICTURE
SHOW

The Brightest Spot in Dixie

"Ask Anybody"

Wofford men must trade only with Wofford advertisers.
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Little Deeds of Kindness
(r. t. medlock, '16.)

// do a deed of kindness,
It will brighten all the day;

Brighter seems the sun in shining,
As you tread on life's pathway.

If you speak kind words to any
Who have wandered far astray,

You may send him on rejoicing,

And those words with him will stay.

If you give a cup of water
To some weary, thirsty one,

You have done a thing of mercy,
As the Saviour wants such done.

And these little deeds of kindness
That you may so often do

Are not seen by mankind only,
But the Master sees them, too.
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The Parcels Post

On January the first a system of sending through the mails

packages weighing twelve pounds, or less, went into effect in

the United States, the government having heretofore refused

to accept parcels weighing more than four pounds. This will

bring a new era of convenience, for even in its experimental

form it will' serve the people more promptly than the express

companies and it will serve more of them, for the express

companies hardly serve those people outside the cities and

towns at all.

By the parcels post measure the limit on fourth-class matter

is extended from four to twelve pounds, and lowered the

postage rate from sixteen cents a pound to a graduated scale,

which is based on distance, from five cents to twelve cents for

first pound and one cent to twelve cents for each additional

pound. Because of distance between our boundaries, a

zone system was adopted, so that those who send packages

to nearby points will not have to pay part of the cost of longer

hauls. It would seem uneconomic to charge as much for

carrying a package from one town to the next as for trans-

porting it across the continent, or to our island possessions.

A country of small territory can afford to have one rate only,

but where distances are so vast as in the United States a

different problem is presented.

Twelve pounds in weight and a total of six feet m length

and girth combined are the limits placed on all packages which

may be sent through the mails at parcels post rates. Directed

to a place less than 100 miles, approximately, from its starting

point, a package not over a pound in weight would cost five

cents ; to a place approximately 300 miles away, six cents
;
to

a place approximately 600 miles away, seven cents; 1,200

miles, eight cents ;
2,000 miles away, nine cents

;
2,800 miles

away, ten cents ; 3,600 miles, eleven cents ;
and to all further

places, twelve cents. Additional weight is charged in the first

zone, three cents a pound extra; the second zone, four cents;

the third zone, five cents ; the fourth zone, six cents
;
the fifth

zone, seven cents ; the sixth zone, nine cents ;
the seventh zone,
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ten cents; and to all further points twelve cents extra for
each additional pound.

The parcels post is accessible to all citizens. It comes direct
to the doors of those who live within the limits of city deliv-
ery, or upon the rural postal routes. It is as much a part of
the mail service of the United States as is the distribution of
letters and postal cards, which are written, mailed and ex-
pected to be delivered every day.

The parcels post has a special series of stamps, so that the
government can tell just what revenue it is producing. The
stamps run in denomination from one cent to a dollar. All
pf them are red. The designs are original and striking; for
instance, the twenty-cent stamp, which shows an aeroplane
carrying mail.

Books, magazines and other printed matter are excluded
from the parcels post. The present rates on these classes of
merchandise are, however, comparatively low. Although these
are kept from going through parcels post, the range of per-
mitted articles is very wide. Even such goods as eggs, butter,
fresh meats, fish, fruits, lard and dressed fowls are accepted
at the postoffices, provided they are marked "perishable" and
are securely packed in a metal or wooden box. They cannot,
however, be mailed for a distance exceeding fifty miles.

There are also a good many articles that are under the ban.
Postmasters cannot accept packages containing such things as
liquors, explosives, inflammable materials, poisons, revolvers,
and articles having a bad odor. Every package must bear on
the outside the name and address of the sender, preceded by
the word "from," and must be so prepared for mailing that
they can be easily examined.
The parcels post materially lowers the cost of living for the

average family in the city, besides insuring the purchase of
fresh products. For example, a city housekeeper has
always been compelled to buy her fruits, vegetables, eggs and
butter at a grocery store, where she has to pay more than a
fair price. She now can make arrangements with a truck
farmer in the country, who every evening does up a package
of vegetables, butter, or eggs and takes it to the nearest post-
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office. The next morning the postman delivers the fresh pro-

ducts to the housekeeper in time for breakfast. And if it is

possible to get these things direct from the producer, it is easy

to conceive how the system could be used advantageously in

many other fields. To have sent such things in the past by

express the transportation charges would have been twice as

much.

The parcels post will be of great benefit to the farmer. The

average farmer lives three or four miles from his depot, his

store, or his postoffice. It was this fact that brought about the

rural free mail delivery. Many of them have to go ten or

fifteen miles; and this must be done whenever there is need

of some important article from the drug store, dry goods

store, or hardware store. The delivery of his mail relieved

him greatly, and at the same time keeps him in alignment

with the world's progress, and we can no longer think of coun-

try life as remote or isolated. The parcels post bill is a public

measure for the public welfare, and it is to be hoped that it

will meet the commendation of every good citizen.

H. L. C, '15.

o

The Highlands

(b. u. r. lesque.)

/ long for the Highlands majestic,

Where the crags and the peaks arise;

0 show me once more the lofty plateaux,

And the mountains that reach to the skies!

1 tire of your lowland countries,

I tire of your foreign climes;

My heart goes back to the Highlands,

And up the steep mountain climbs!

I lie awake late at night,

My soul with dull cares being tossed;

Till I drop at last into dreamland,

And then, in fond visions, am lost!
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/ dream of the glorious Highlands;
I stand at the top of a rocky crest;

I breathe the free air, and see the blue hills,

And my soul once more is at rest.

I awake with the light in my face
From the sun, as he goes on his round;

But for miles and miles the eye can reach—With never a mountain a-peering down :

But only the rolling prairie,

With, perchance, a herd on the plain;
Tho' the boisterous cowboys are merry,
I bethink myself of the hills again.

It may be I'm on the heaving sea\,

Where the foam and the spray fly thick;
But I think of the hills that I left behind'
And my heart within me is sick.

I sometimes wish that some earthquake would come
And unmake or remake this old earth anew;

I would climb to the top of the loftiest peak,

'

And to heart's content the universe view!

-o-

The Medieval Castle
We like to think of the Medieval Age as an age of chivalry,

he time when "knighthood was in flower." We enjoy reading
the stones of the middle ages, written by such authors as Scott
where vivid scenes are placed before our eyes. We sympathize
with he brave knight, the true knight, riding forth to meet the
false knight. We almost hold our breath while reading of the
daring feats of arms; we frown at a cowardly attempt of the
talse knight to take an unfair advantage of the true knight
and we rejoice when the latter triumphs over his foe. We see
a knight-errant wandering the world over in search of his
lady love, who has been stolen away and hidden or imprisoned
by witches, or wicked fairies; we accompany him through his
conflicts with monsters and men, and see him at last rescue
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the fair maiden and escort her to a place of safety. It is

interesting to read of the medieval tournaments, to see in our

imagination the daring feats of arms, in which the Knight of

the Green Plume, or the Unknown Knight, vanquishes all his

opponents and receives some fitting prize from the hand of

his lady love. Surveyed from the present, this seems an ideal

age, an age of "brave men and fair women." The age is far

enough removed from us to appear romantic, for " 'Tis

distance lends enchantment to the view."

Not least interesting of the relics of the middle ages is the

castle. As one travels through England today he sees many

picturesque ruins of ancient castles ; a passenger may behold

from a boat on the Thames many stately castles perched upon

lofty crags at not a very great distance. In Germany, like-

wise, these interesting structures meet the view; in fact, one

can see many such relics of the Medieval Age scattered

throughout Europe and the British Isles. Stately, magnifi-

cent, picturesque, strongly built, and once well-nigh impreg-

nable, they seem almost to defy the ravages of time. We
find them in various degrees of preservation ; at one place we

find only a large mound, where the years have been merciless

and almost obliterated entirely the traces of a once glorious piece

of architecture; at another we find an interesting structure

that has resisted more thoroughly and successfully the dis-

paraging strokes of time. In other cases, however, we find

well-preserved castles, which still offer homes to the descend-

ants of some medieval knight, or those into whose hands they

have fallen.

In the middle ages we find these castles being built for

purposes of defense, and serving at the same time as resi-

dences and fortresses. Much labor and some degree of skill

were required in the process of their construction. They

were most commonly built upon some lofty crag, where na-

ture herself would be of assistance when defense was neces-

sary. Sometimes they were built upon a foundation made by

throwing up a large heap of earth—here the embankment

served as a foundation, while the place from which the earth

was digged served as a fosse or moat, which we usually find
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surrounding, or partly surrounding, the castle. Sometimes a

site was chosen where a river wound itself into a partial

circle, as in the case of Chateau Gaillard ; sometimes a peak
among the mountains was chosen, and it offered to the offen-
sive party oftentimes an impregnable barrier. While most of
these castles were built in the inland, it is not an uncommon
sight to find them situated near the sea. However, the builder
was most anxious to select a place suitable for defense, and
other inducements assumed a place only of secondary im-
portance.

In some of these medieval castles we find splendid exam-
ples of masonry. They are, in most cases, the result of great
toil. Sometimes several years were consumed in the process
of their construction, in which process the builders sought to
prepare the castle to resist any attempt at capture. Corners
were found vulnerable, and in large measure dispensed with.
There was usually a don-jon, or keep, a court, a moat (some-
times there were several fosses) ; in some cases the castle
was surrounded by palisades, later giving place to stone walls

;

often there was more than one line of defense in the main en-
closure, and the walls were flanked by projecting towers.
Sometimes there were secret underground passages, to which
the inmates might resort as a last hope and find their way to
safety after the capture of the castle.

The castle was suited to life in the middle ages; called into
being to meet the needs of a residence, and at the same time
those of a fortress, it was the product of the time and had a
dominant influence on medieval life. A haughty lord might
well gather around him his band of retainers and laugh in the
face of his king, or scoff at the attempts of the latter to capture
his stronghold. There were two chief methods by which the
beseiger might strive to make himself master of the situation:
he might use the battering-ram, or he might make use of un-
derground mining. A well-built castle, suitably situated, could
withstand either method, or both.

Chauteau Gaillard may be taken as an example of the
medieval castle. It was built by Richard the Lion-Hearted,
who wished to strengthen his hold on Normandy, and intended
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Chateau Gaillard as a threat to his own subjects and at the

same time as a defiance to Philip Augustus, the French king.

Richard was his own engineer and master-workman. He

built the castle within a year, making a record in castle-build-

ing that still holds, and of which he was very proud. The

castle was situated at a horseshoe curve on the river Seine,

and consisted chiefly of a don-j on, an inclosing citadel rising

from a dry fosse, an outer court, being provided with gate and

drawbridge, sally port, chapel, well, dry fosse, and governor's

quarters.

Richard was very proud of his castle, which he called a

"cheeky castle," or a "saucy castle" (un chateau Gaillard.) The

phrase stuck, and the castle was afterwards called Chateau

Gaillard. Philip was enraged by the building of the castle,

but did not capture it until after the death of Richard, in 1199.

Even then it was taken by strategem.

Chauteau Gaillard has a romantic history. Begun in 1197

and finished in 1198, it had a fighting life of four hundred

years. It constitutes a background for much of the French

and English history of the time. Many scenes are portrayed

within its walls—some of them ghastly and blood-curdling,

such as the story of the strangling of Marguerite, wife 01

Louis le Hutin, by her husband's command. Could the walls

of this ancient castle speak, doubtless they could tell us tales

that would make our hair stand on end. Probably we would

hear stories of murder and intrigue, of love and romance, as

interesting as those of history or fiction. What scenes must

have been enacted there ! what plots laid ! But we do not re-

coil from all the stories we get from this historic castle. For

example, there is an idyl that tells us of its being the home, for

a time, of David Bruce, a thirteen-year-old boy, and Jane, his

girl-wife. This young couple were brought over secretly from

Scotland and treated with the greatest hospitality the castle

could afford. It reminded the young guests of Berwick, a

Scottish castle.

During the four centuries of its existence war was going

on between the French and English. Throughout this period

the valley of the Seine was a battleground, and Chateau Gail-
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lard a prize for the winning side. Under these conditions the
castle changed hands, being at one time in the possession of
the French, at another under English control. But these wars
could not but come to an end. In 1598 the king of France
was petitioned to assent to a plan whereby the castle was to
be demolished, and he gave his assent. The dismantling of
the castle, however, was carried on gradually, and Richard's
"Saucy Castle" was not effectively destroyed until about the
middle of the seventeenth century. The fall of this proud
castle was a blow to King John—from which Runnymede
might have been predicted, and the loss of Normandy made
the English kings dependant upon England. Thus, the loss
of Chateau Gaillard meant the fall of a system and a step for-
ward m constitutional liberty was to follow.

Castles were important in England for two centuries after
the Norman conquet. William the Conqueror built many
castles all over the kingdom and repaired old ones, with the
object of guarding against foreign invasion and intimidating
new subjects. With the introduction of gunpowder and more
powerful artillery the capture of castles was greatly facilitated
and its importance began to decrease. This change began in
the fourteenth century, continued through the fifteenth, and
was practically completed in the sixteenth. The castle had
had its day. Henceforth it was to fall into ruins, become a
peaceful residence, or be the center around which a town
would spring up. D L E > ,

— -o

Death : A Mystery
Lies now this form so stony cold,

Wrapped in this zvinding fun'ral sheet?
And is there now no consciousness,
Where Life so lately had her seat?

This girlish figure's motionless,

Which yesterday was full of life!
Why ceased so soon this heart to beat,
That till today had throbbed with life?
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Alive to eifry impulse yesterday,

But no appeal can wake her now;

A model for a painter then;

Alas! the undertaker now!

O is it meet that dimpled cheeks

Shoud thus be stamped with hue of lead?

That laughing lips be silenced thus

Beneath the weight of Death's grim tread

?

Before the step be feeble grown,

Before the golden hair turn gray,

Before the cheek be wrinkled, pray,

Should Youth, with Age, be torn away?

Wouldst pluck, think you, the blushing rose

The while her petals still are bright?

Or should the rosebud with the rose,

Together, think you, suffer blight?

D. L. E.

-o-

The Linotype's Message

"Sorry, Harcourt, but I can't. The operators struck this

morning, and if The Dispatch gets out tomorrow afternoon

I'll have it to do."

"You don't mean to say that you are going to work a

linotype tonight alone? I wouldn't do it. These strikers have

it in for your sheet, you know, and things might go wrong.

"Well I've always tried to get them justice," Jefferson,

editor, was saying. "It's that fool Conkle. He's so crazy

over profits that he don't give a damn how the boys feel. 1

don't see why Pendleton ever took on to the cuss."

"Why didn't you warn him, Jeff?" asked Harcourt.

"I did I told him that he'd have trouble, but Conkle per-

suaded him to try to bluff 'em, and now he begs me to get out

the paper as best I can. So I have to hit 'em up tonight.

"I'll bring you your supper, then," Harcourt added.

"See you later, then," Jefferson called back, and slammed

the door behind him.

i
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Jefferson and Harcotirt had roomed together for years.
Jefferson, the older of the two, had lent a helping hand to his
younger pal years back, when both were struggling for a foot-
hold in the home of their adoption—New Orleans. Harcourt
was of the opinion that he had great detective talent, and in
several cases had done remarkably well ; but by far the larger
part of his income came from extra work for the police de-
partment. Jefferson, on the other hand, had climbed high.
Starting out as a reporter, he had become star, and then editor.
His editorial page was the one clean spot in The Dispatch,
and from its pages gleamed honor and truth. It contrasted
strangely with the yellowness of its forbear, but Jefferson
had hung to it in order to reach the trodden man. Many a
heart had started anew in life, filled with a new vision* after
reading his page. It radiated love and kindness, and back of
it all lay the great heart of its creator—Jefferson, editor and
gentleman.

As he slowly made his way up town his mind was rapidly
filtering the thoughts of the day. He thought of his boast
before the Press Club, and determined anew that The Dis-
patch would remain the first paper on the street. When the
thousands of its friends, and his friends, too, asked for Jeffer-
son's paper on the morrow there must be a paper for them. '

Reaching the office, he grabbed up his copy and went to the
composing room. Side by side stood twelve linotypes, the
first agents in converting copy into news. Seating himself at
the first, with his back to the office of Conkle, business man-
ager, he began to work. No other sound broke the silence
around him, and the air filled with the clicking and clanging
of the master machine.

Harcourt brought his supper at eight. He stopped and sur-
veyed with a glow of satisfaction the three long rows of lines
on the stone. Surely, he thought to himself, The Dispatch
would be on time the next afternoon.

"When shall I look for you?" Harcourt demanded, as he
was clearing away the dishes.

"Not till morning, boy. Say, what are you going to do
tonight ?"
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"Nothing much. Expect to run in at the central office and

help 'em handle this strike. They ought to need an extra

man."

"Luck to you."

"Good-night, Jeff. See you tomorrow."

Harcourt left the building, and heard as he closed the door

the linotype begin its grinding clanking. Yes, he agreed, The

Dispatch would be out, if the nerve and brain of one man

could accomplish the deed. He turned towards the central

office, but for some inexplicable reason he paced the streets

with 'a vague feeling of unrest. At ten o'clock' he turned

homewards. As he crawled in his little bed some time later

he murmured, "Poor old Jeff." The howling of the wind

came to his ears and he listened, fascinated by the whistling

sound. A fancy sprang in his mind; he thought he heard a

faint cry for help. Then he fell asleep.

"Harcourt ! Harcourt
!"

The gray dawn of morning spread over the features of the

sleeping man. He yawned, stretched and listened.

"Harcourt!" came the voice again.

"What in the devil do you want?" he bellowed downstairs,

still but half awake.

"There's hell to pay at The Dispatch! Jefferson's mur-

dered !" called out the swiftly approaching voice.

Quick as the owner came, Harcourt was quicker. One

spring and he had reached his clothes. A moment and they

were on. Nervously he listened to the tale of the janitor, who

mournfully muttered his story. But Harcourt heard little. He

hurried on and finally heaved a sigh of relief as he caught sight

of The Dispatch building.

The scene which greeted his entrance into the composing

room was a frightful and hideous one. Kneeling in front of

the machine which he had been running was Jefferson. A

blood clot on the side of his head told the story. Midway

between the business manager's office and the place where his

body knelt was a pool of blood. Harcourt glanced back at

Jefferson, whose head rested on the keyboard of the machine.

Letters lay scattered around.
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These impressions crowded in on his mind, and then the
reaction came. In a second he was at Jefferson's side, sob-
bing like a child. The janitor awakened him from his dejected
state, and told him that the boss, meaning the owner, had
come. Harcourt greeted Pendleton perfunctorily and ex-
plained to him as best he could what had happened.
The janitor was sent for the police. In the meantime Har-

court and Pendleton conversed apart and carried on an inves-
tigation. Nothing was found wrong with the mechanical de-
partment. Apparently no revengeful employee had attempted
to mutilate the office. Harcourt suggested robbery, and Pen-
dleton rushed into his office to investigate.
As soon as he left, Harcourt turned to examine the machine

Evidently Jefferson had suspicioned something and had walked
towards the business manager's office. The position of the
blood pool settled that. Examining the keys carefully Har-
court saw that there was blood on them, and concluded that
Jefferson had tried to tell his tale in type. But no power was
on, for the wires had been cut, and consequently the dyine
man's effort had failed.

^ j s

Harcourt was interrupted from the observations by a sob
from Pendleton, who ran to him, mourning:
"Fm ruined! Oh, my God! I'm ruined!"
The business manager's safe had been rifled—everything

was gone. Harcourt's features loosened into a grim smife as
he muttered :

'

'

"Just what I expected."

The arrival of the police and the removal of the body inter-
ested him for some time. Suddenly he became aware of an-
other s presence, whom the janitor introduced as the business
manager, Conkle.

"Where's Mr. Pendleton?" he asked.
"In there," Harcourt answered, pointing to the office
As Conkle went into the office door Harcourt went to the

rear of the machine and slipped a handful of flat brass slips
off the distributor, which he placed in his pocket. Then hewa ked into the office, where Pendleton and Conkle were to-
gether. He heard Conkle saying:
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"Where was Jefferson found—that is, what place? I would

like to have been here
—

"

"I guess so," interrupted Harcourt. Then, addressing Mr.

Pendleton, he said: "I presume a quick arrest of the crim-

inal is desired?"

"Yes," answered Pendleton, and Conkle joined in.

"Listen, then," continued Harcourt, "and I will give you

an outline of how the crime must have happened. I was here

at eight o'clock. Jefferson was at work, and had set three

columns. When he arose to fight with the intruder there

were only six columns up. As he could easily set a column

an hour, the time of the murder was near eleven o'clock."

He spoke slowly and carefully. Both of his hearers sat

facing him and the door, with their eyes glued upon him.

"The pool of blood," Harcourt went on, "shows that the

intruder came out of this office to attack Jefferson. He en-

tered through the front offices, for if he had entered through

the back Jefferson would have seen him and struggled with

him near the rear door. Jefferson must have started to inves-

tigate, for the thief would not have attacked him unless dis-

covered. He would not have killed him unless Jefferson had

recognized him and he feared Jefferson would tell on him.

Otherwise he would have tied and gagged him, rendering him

harmless, but not slaying him."

Here Harcourt paused, and then continued: "The facts

then are that the murderer entered a front door, was recog-

nized by Jefferson, whom he killed to prevent discovery.

Evidently some dissatisfied employee.

"After being struck down, Jefferson was left for dead by

the burglar, who looted the safe and made his escape. But

Jefferson was not dead"—here Conkle got up and started to

leave but Harcourt asked him to remain, expressing the wish

that he stay and hear the story—"and after the burglar left he

went to the machine and tried to set up his story. As the

wires had been cut, he failed, and as far as he got was only

one line This line read : 'Noise—started in—knocked down.

This I discovered by reading the mats on the distributing bar,
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which I took off and have here/' So saying, he handed the
mats to Conkle, who passed them to Pendleton

"Then," continued Harcourt, "he must have fainted, for
nothing else can be found, except a jumble of letters where
his head hit the keyboard. I noticed that his head was press-
ing the caps down, and I have concluded that the name of
the burglar is mixed up in those caps that lay scattered
around, if he spelt it out before he fainted. We must there-
fore, find out if there are any ordinary mats mixed with the
caps and, if there are, see if they can spell the name of any
employee who might have robbed you last night.

"Conkle," he continued, "you understand that better than

them"'

°

f SUPP°Se take th°Se matS and rearrange

"Sure," agreed Conkle, with eager haste.
As he left, Harcourt turned to Pendleton and said- "Ifmy theory is true you will know the burglar in ten minutes

In the meantime look."

He pointed out Conkle, who could be seen through a glass
sorting out the mats. Finally he returned and said

:

There are no small letters there."
"Let me look at them," Harcourt responded.
At the same time the policemen returned.
"Search him," ordered Harcourt, pointing to Conkle
In his vest pocket were found some small letters—"Conkle."

H. S. S.
0 _

O Heart of Mine
PER. I. WINKLE, '13.

O heart of mine,

Why thump so fastf
Because she smiled

As by she passed?

O heart of mine,

Why throb you not?
Again she passed,

But spoke she not?
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0 heart of mine,

She won't relent;

Her smiles are for

Another meant.

O heart of mine,

Why thus complain\

For she may pass

And smile again!

o —
"Passing Away"

There is in these two seemingly simple words a depth of

signifieanee and force, a measure of sadness and melancholy

into which but few have ever penetrated. The ^eemmg

simpleness of the two words has a natural tendency to d.vert

the mind from a due consideration and appreciation of the

«e meaning and force which a long chain o sacred associa

tions and hallowed recollections have given them. But not

Withstanding this, there is something peculiar we know no

what in the magic sound of the two words that stirs the

Sep st and saddest emotion of the human and awakens in

the mind of man a sense of his fleeting existence, a con-

sciousness of his ultimate fate and eternal destiny, and a

rurnful foreboding of the final doom of every object around

1,1

These two single words remind us and teach us of the

immutable truth that every earthly object which we behold^

that are the human works and grandeur which floats upon

the ereat sea of time, and that every invention that springs

ronf the' inventive genius of man and d-les the world or

a while with its mystery and splendor, are destined to perish

^dor/of mourning casts its shadow upon.every path ;

it bursts with appalling blackness into the brightest sky, and

t steals with slow approach upon the faires,
:
landscap .

Th

e

great and the mighty are hurled from the hlgh place of powe

L meteors are hurled from the heights of heaven, as the

avalanche falls from the mountain home. The elegant and
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mighty climb to the heights of fame and distinction, and find
them uninviting and frigid. The friend of the poor and the
emancipator of millions fall by the hand of an assassin.
Men of genius enrich the world with their inventions, and

themselves^ die poor. Men of wealth build splendid mansions
and never inhabit them. Philanthropists preach humanity, and
are hissed at. The purest motives are impugned and mis-
judged. Human vultures are everywhere, seeking vice, scandal
and corruption, suspicious of the virtue and integrity of oth-
ers "You may plant the rose in your sunniest window and
shelter it from every blast, but the thorns will appear before
the bud and the worm may hide itself in the first and fairest
blossom.

We see the impress of "passing away" stamped indelibly
upon every living thing that creeps, flies, walks, moves or
grows upon the earth-upon every animal that roams over
hill field, dale, or the wild, dense forest; upon every insect
that feeds upon the flowers or flutters in the balmy air - upon
every reptile that steals through the waving grass; upon every
winged bird that unfolds its pinions and displays its dazzling
plumage in the broad space above us; and even in every rain
and dew drop that sparkles in the sunlight. We hear themm every tone of voice, in every sound that is wafted to our
ears on the murmuring breeze, and in every rustle of the
wind. All history teaches the fearfulness and power of this
great truth. When we lift the curtain that conceals the
present from the past we see entombed in the vast mausoleum
of bygone ages nothing but moldering ruins to tell us whereman ever hved and acted upon the great stage of time

Cooling fountains and limpid springs no longer echo to the
voices of the nymphs

; shady groves no longer furnish leafy
bowers for the sylvan homes of the fauns and satyrs; the
clustering fruits and fragrant flowers that once adorned
them have withered, and the blazing fires of the vestal virgins
have long since died out in the decaying temple of their god-
dess The horrid sacrifices and superstitious rites of the
Druid priests have yielded long ago to the songs of praise and
bened,ction of the Christian. The celebrated oracles of Apollo
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at Delphi are dumb, and the superstitious worshipers of

Diana have long since ceased in their beautiful temple at

Ephesus, and all have passed away.

In all the ranges of history never has there been presented

to the admiring gaze of man a more splendid plcture of

stability than the city of the Caesars. When at the summit of

her greatness and stupendous power eloquence thundered

from the Forum ; art glowed in all her temples
;
poetry breathed

over all her shady groves and sparkling fountains
;
and power

sat enthroned upon her seven hills. Yet the iron pen of Fate

had inscribed those terrible words, "Passing Away upon

her haughty brow. The hot, blighting tempest of Gothic and

Vandal fury, rushing down from the north, swept over her

oppressing ramparts, hurled her to destruction, and her smok-

ing ruins drank up the life blood of her slaughtered citizens

Another splendid picture and example of seeming durability

was Athens, that once proud city that set a princess upon a

throne of glory in the land of classic fame, where the bard,

orator and student still love to linger and worship at the shrine

of oriental genius. She, like Rome, with all her pomp, power

and splendor, has passed away, and "Sic transit glona mundv.

Thus have passed away all the mighty monuments of human

pride and power that were once the glory of antiquity While

thus vanish and pass away the great monuments of man s

strength and pride, the grand creations of his inventive genius,

and the sublime productions of his art, so man himself, the

highest and most perfect type of created things, enters upon

the broad arena of life, figures for a while, and then passes

away to give place for others. Nero, Aristotle Socrates

Bacon, Newton and many others of great renown have ac ed

their part, uttered their last words of wisdom and left the

world in tears and draped in the tapestry of regret and

mourning as they pass away from the great stage of life and

tl!

Dante has rendered immortal his Beatrice; Petrach his

Laura ; Passo his Elenora ; Burns has sung in touching, melting

strain of his highland Mary; and Byron has sung m his sweet

and mournful song of his beautiful Caroline; Homer has sung
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of the wandering of Ulysses and the gigantic battle of the
gods; Shakespeare, by his intercourse and intimacy with na-
ture has opened new fountains of feeling in the human breast;
and Milton, whose grandest of all poems is clothed in a rich-
ness of poetac imagery that still holds spellbound the heart ofman, sounds with fertile imagination from the paradise loston earth to the paradise regained in heaven
These immortal old bards, who acted so well their part in

the great drama of life and who threw the lyre and from its
strings of sweetness drew forth notes of rich melody that
still stir the hearts of man, no longer yields to the gentle warn-
ings of the Muses, no longer are fired by the inspiration of
Parnassus, but they have all passed away and are now sleepingm the lonely shade of eternity.

The plains of Pharsalia will tremble no more under the
hostile tread of Caesar; the deep silence and monotony of the
Rubicon will be broken no more by his passage. No more
battlefields will be drenched in blood under the waving sceptre
of Wellington, and the last blow has been struck to satiate the
unhallowed ambition of Napoleon. Washington and Lee have
unsheathed their swords for the last time in defense of their
liberties

i,
their principles, their fires, their altars and their native

land Lmcoln and Davis have issued their last proclamation,
closed their eyes on the scene of their struggles and anxieties,
have passed under the sod of the limitless beyond
And while all of these mighty men have caused continents

to quake and tremble under their sceptre, yet the very deeds
that rendered them illustrious and forever immortal at thesame time implanted and stamped upon their majestic brows
those wonderfully melancholy and terrible words, "Passing
Away. And their departure has only verified the full sig-
nificance of the impress of these words.
We live, act and fulfill our divinly appointed mission, and

one by one vacate the great stage of time; yet while we dieand pass away, our examples and influences are as immortal as
<jod Himself. n n n ,tl. (j. Gibson, 13.
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Appeal to Arms

"You have the letters that Cadmus gave—

Think ye he meant them for a slave 1"—Byron.

Up from serfdom, puppets, slaves!

Would you fill the coward's grave?

Would you sit and longer weep,

Would you lie there, still asleep,

While your country needs you, calk you—
While the warlike trumpet calls you?

Cast the fetters from your hands,

Cast aside your iron bands!

Blow the bugle loud and long,

Wake the world with Freedom's song!

Dash the despot's banner down,,

Dash from off his head your crown;

Strike to earth his hated standard,

That hath Truth and Right long slandered!

Think not of the odds that face you,

When to fight alone will grace you;

Think not of the missiles flying;

Think not of the soldiers dying;

Think not of the wounded, bleeding,

Fears and dangers all unheeding;

Think not of the grave that's yawning;

Think but of the day that's dawning!

Pierce th' oppressor's iron armor;

Tho' the struggle do grow warmer,

Let your hearts be ever steady,

And your hands be quick and ready.

What tho' shot and shell fly faster,

What tho' threatens you disaster?

Think of those you've left behind you,

And no foreign yoke can bind you;

And at last, his power broke,

Stamp beneath your feet his yoke

:

Sing once more, in fabled story,

Of your bright ancestral glory! D. L, E. } 13.
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A Fading Flower
"Almost at my journey's end," she murmured, as she

dropped, downcast and tired, in to an empty chair. "There's
nothing left for me—friends are gone, no hope is left; mine
has been a miserable course—" She looked down upon the
plain table and saw only a piece of paper, stained and worn
so that the writing was not clear. She picked it up, quietly
unfolded it and in the dim light of a small candle glanced
once more at that which to her seemed cruel, was heartbreak-
ing, and was indeed a verdict that spelled her ultimate fate.
No words were there to be seen, but those which time had
erased pierced her heart like a sharp sword

; painful was the
memory of the past, yet all that crowded into her aching brain
and was crushing out life itself—she was soon to die. In
silence the bit of paper was folded again, then crumpled be-
tween her fingers and dropped upon the floor.********** *

In her young days Myra was a beautiful girl, the pride of a
mother's love and the idol of a father's affection. She loved
them, and even in the simplicity of her country home happi-
ness was, seemingly, not wanting. But there was in her a
constant longing to see more of the world, to learn of things
beyond the barriers of rural life. She studied much and at-
tended well to the comfort of her parents. It would be useless,
however, to dwell upon the details of Myra's childhood and
growth into young womanhood; that is a story which is re-
peated over and over again. So we must proceed with our
story; for even thus environed Myra's life was destined to be
lived in still other spheres ; she was to come in contact with
those dread forces which pull at the very vitality of human
nature, and strive to extinguish all ennobling thoughts, hopes,
and aims.

It is not at all surprising that this fair young maiden was
to be loved by one other than father and mother. She had
been associated more or less through all her early life with a
youth of her own age; they were playmates, and cherished a
mutual feeling of affection. His name was Donald, and, like
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Myra, was also the idol of affectionate parents. Donald really

loved Myra, and in the depths of his nature he held concealed

the hope of some day taking her as his own companion through

life. And it was not unlikely that he should begin to reveal

this hope to her. So, one evening as they sat on the porch

of Myra's home, bathed in the light of the full moon, both with

ambitious hearts beating hopefully, Donald turned to her—she

never looked' more beautiful to him than now.

"We were playmates," he began, and she lifted up toward

his her large blue eyes. "Our lives have been lived together

thus far, and I was just thinking how happy I would be if we

might always be together. You know I love you, Myra, and if

you will love me and be my own I will always be contented.

Will you?"

A light smile passed over her face as she answered: "As

you wish, Donald
;
your happiness will be my happiness, too."

The lovers parted, only to be apart for a day, and every

evening they talked of the future ; each visit seemed to leave

them happier than before. With Donald this was literally true,

but when Myra was alone she found herself longing for some-

thing that even the ardent love of Donald could not give—she

wanted to see more of the world.

One day a stranger appeared at the threshold of Myra's

home, a young man of fine physique and handsomely attired.

He was evidently from the city and, making an apology for

intruding, he explained that the automobile in which he and

some friends were going to the seashore had broken down,

and that some assistance was necessary in order to get it right.

Myra's father was there, and he very gladly offered to help.

He went for an axe and some other necessary articles, while

the young man stood, hat in hand, speaking with the mother.

Occasionally he glanced at Myra, silently admired her beauty,

and she looked shyly, rather blushingly, at him. When the

father returned the two started off in the direction of the ma-

chine; but the stranger turned, looked again at Myra, and

she at him.

A week passed. One hot morning just before noon an auto-

mobile stopped before the house, and soon there was a knock
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upon the door. Myra was alone, and as soon as she opened
the door she recognized the same young man who had come
the week before. He asked if he might get a drink of water;
at which request she readily and pleasantly bade him follow
her. They went across the yard to the well, which was shaded
by a branching oak. As he drank Myra watched him admir-
ingly, and she blushed as he spoke to her. They sat down
upon a long bench, and the young man began to tell her about
himself, of town life, how pleasant it was to live in the city,

to be in society, and he even suggested that she might enjoy
those pleasures if she wished.

"That would be so charming," she replied ; "but I could not
leave father and mother. I have always wanted to go to the
city, and if only they might go I would be so happy." She
thought of Donald, but that was not intimated to this new
friend.

"But you would not have to give them up," he returned.
"You will have a happy time, plenty of money, and you can
visit your friends whenever you wish. They would envy you
of your high social position, for I would see that you have the
best in every way."

With such inducing phrases the new friend continued his
conversation, to which Myra listened with the intensest in-
terest. For two hours they sat there, and when finally he
started to leave he told Myra that he was coming again in
two days and hoped to see her then.

The fair maiden was now filled with a desire to go to the
city, and to go at almost any price. Of course, she made an
effort to cast aside the thoughts which her new acquaintance
had suggested to her, but all in vain. And she could not
prevent an expression of her feelings in her appearance and
conversation; for that night when Donald saw her he per-
ceived that she was troubled over something. He tried to
persuade her to tell him the cause, but to no avail. She seemed
cold, and in spite of every appeal, she talked little. Donald was
unhappy. Again on the following night he called, and there
was scarcely any change in her attitude toward him. His
unhappiness now became fear and anxiety. For what reason
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the ideal of his life had thus so suddenly changed he was not

able to understand. But soon he would understand, and his

anxiety would be changed to deep sorrow.

Myra's parents had not noticed this difference in their treas-

ured daughter—at least, they did not expect it—and on the

next day went about their usual work. The father went to

the fields and the mother, after finishing the necessary house

work, visited' a neighbor. Left alone, Myra put on her best

attire, arranged her hair in the most attractive manner, then

sat down by the well and waited. For what she waited she

hardly knew; however, she knew that her new friend was

coming, and that would put an end to her mental agony.

While sitting there in meditative silence, the sound of a car

reached her ears, and soon a familiar person was approaching.

He appeared more attractive now than when she had last seen

him, and there was some tenderness in his words.

"Myra," he began, "will you come with me? I have pre-

pared a nice place for you, and you shall have everything you

wish."

She looked downward and hesitated to reply. She hated

the idea of giving up her loved ones, but the appeal of that

young man and her constant longing for a life that was not

limited by the simple bonds to which she was now subject was

sufficient.

"Yes, I'll go," she finally answered ; "but wait a moment."

She went into the house, passed through her mother's room

and, glancing at her picture, dropped a silent tear. On seeing

a picture of Donald, she placed it face downward upon the

table. A piece of paper and a pencil were quickly procured,

and she wrote hastily : "Dear Mother :—I am tired of living

shut out from the world; I want to go into society, where I

can have all that I want and will always be happy. Good-

bye.
Myra-"

The note was left upon the table and Myra went out. Her

new companion was waiting, and quickly they walked to the

machine. In a few moments the two were speeding away to-

ward the city—the city filled with luxury, interesting sights,

and lovely companions. * * * *
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But what of those left behind, whose affections had nur-
tured her until now ? Should they be careless, and not regard
the departure of their daughter as having any consequence?
Far from that; for so long as a mother lives her tender love
will cling to and reach out after her child ; if that child falls to

shame, she submissively and courageously stands by it; if the

child rises to fame and position, her motherly pride lifts her
to the same level.

It was not until the father had returned from the field that

any inquiry as to the whereabouts of Myra was made. The
fond parents were mutually surprised at her absence, and a
search was soon begun. The hunted and called, went through
every room, but saw no trace. At last, as the mother was
passing through her own room, she saw a neatly folded piece

of paper lying on the table. Curiously enough and filled with
fear, she picked it up. Glancing hurriedly at the lines written
there, her hands began to tremble and the paper fell to the

floor; her face turned pale; then, pressing her hands to her
heart, she sank to the floor. Her husband, who had just ap-

peared at the door, rushed to her, lifted her in his arms and
tenderly placed her upon the bed. There she lay, motionless,

the pallor unchanging; life was gone.

What could the father do? If he searched for Myra, his

sorrow would increase; for thoughts of her would bring to

mind the mother whose death the daughter had caused. Being
thus robbed of all that was dear to him, he decided to let

things go as they would and simply live the rest of his life

alone. He became his own housekeeper, laborer, and land-

lord. Living to himself, life became a drudgery, and he longed
for its close.

One day a letter came, directed from the distant city. With
trembling hands the poor man opened it and slowly read the

few words that it contained: "My Dear Parents :—I am
sorry for my sin

; may I return home ? Myra/'
The father wrote a note in reply, and then went feebly

about his usual work.***********
At the small railroad station the automobile stopped, and
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the two young people were just in time to catch a northbound

train. The great city was four hundred miles away, and the

rumbling of the huge iron wheels grew tiresome to the trav-

elers. But on they went, and in Myra's mind there was much

excitement; she was wondering what great things the city

would bring to her. Her companion, of course, kept up a

lively conversation, and she scarcely ever thought of the home

she had left or of those with whom she had hitherto been con-

stantly associated. All that was in the past, and the past was

being made obscure ;
everything now was new and interesting.

Finally the great train came to a standstill. The dark hours

of the night had passed, and the morning sun bathed the land-

scape with brilliancy. The tall buildings of the city rose like

mountains from the crowded streets below. All this was

wonderful to Myra, and she was never so happy as now. She

and her companion went at once to a handsome carriage

and were driven to a hotel. Here the polite friend engaged

for Myra apartments which would well have suited a queen.

She was provided with every luxury and convenience, and

life to her was becoming real.

Thus time passed. During the days Myra enjoyed drives

through the most beautiful parks, and in the evenings she was

taken to the theatres and cafes. She was introduced to in-

teresting people, who seemed intent upon giving her the best

time possible. Dances and parties were frequent. One

evening at a dance there was plenty of wine ;
Myra had never

tasted it before, and now she hesitated to break that habit. But

she was always submissive to appeal, and the fine talk of her

friend induced her to swallow the contents of a single glass.

This called for another, and before the evening was over she

was well intoxicated. She was then at the mercy of her asso-

ciates (a number of whom were ladies) and on the following

morning she awoke in her own room, not remembering how

she had gotten there. The next evening was similar to this

one, and for weeks the same things happened over and over

again.

One day Myra's accustomed companions failed to come
;
she

was left alone. A second day passed, and still no associates.
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Day after day she looked for them in vain, then realized that
she was deserted. Surely she had come to "the city where
nobody cares." Finally her thoughts wandered back to the
home whence she came, and she wept bitterly as she thought
of her present plight. Then, determining that if there was
forgiveness she would return to her loved ones, she wrote a
letter and waited anxiously for a reply. At last the answer
came, and hopefully she opened the sealed envelope But
there was nothing to soothe her anguished heart in these
words: "You have made your bed, and now you must lie
on it."

Such a shock accompanied this that she fell into a fit of
despair and threw herself violently across the bed When
she had recovered somewhat, the appetites of the preceding
days came crowding upon her, and she stole out alone to seek
the companionship of evil. * * * * The pen can here
go no further; those dark hours are beyond description.
Where were her friends, where was that once attractive com-
panion (he needs no name, for he is one of his kind who
seek to lure innocence to its ruin) who promised to be so
faithful? All these had slipped away. She now lived in a
rudely furnished, filthy room, to which she came in the
evenings to weep. And the last evening was the most hor-
rible of them all.********* * *
She fell asleep, and who can describe the dreams of that

sleep? Back again in youth, she was happy; life had no
cares no burdens. Later visions of darkness crowded in, and
possibly the darkest of these aroused her. Looking about
thoughtlessly, she saw again that crumpled note and silently
picked it up. Again unfolding it, she uttered, "Yes, I havemade my bed-but not I alone-and through the eternal night
I must he on it." Then, as the small candle flickered out,
she fainted away.

J E F '14
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My Theme

/ touch once again the stringe of my lyre—

The strings now so dull, but once full of fire:

The fingers, once deft, are stiff, as with cold,

But the theme I select is the same as of old!

My burden would be the praise of your face

:

Vd declare that you plucked from Venus her grace;

I would sing of the beauty that leaves not your eyes,

Which are bluer by far than the fairest of skies!

0 whence are those curls, that are sunshine plus gold?

And whence is that voice, such as bards praised of old?

1 venture you stole that blush from the Dawn,

But the source of those dimples will never be known!

I would pas>s my whole life in servitude sweet,

And would lisp love's lay as I sat at your feet;

And there, at my shrine, dull care Yd beguile,

And esteem myself blest by your smallest, wee smile!

D. L. E., '13.

-o-

A Messenger to the Mind

"It is foolish, impossible, and ne'er to be thought of."

"You think, then, my ideas absurd?"

"I do. Your proposition is too advanced. It brinks of

Matteawan." •

"So you think if Edison had showed Plato his plans of elec-

trical development that that wise"—here a sarcastic accent—

"man would not have said, It is foolish, impossible, and ne er

to be thought of?'
"

I shut up. Somehow, when you argued with Hwell, it

seemed that you only give him a chance to ruin you. And I

steadfastly held to my resolution in order to save my face.

Ewell continued, harsh and to the point

:

"You don't answer. Have you—the more than Plato of

your century"-much sarcasm-"any sense at all? You know

your position is illogical. Progress has been made, you ad-

1
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mit; progress is being made, you admit; but, like some other
fools, you profess to believe that the world is not going to
make any more advancement. And why? Merely because
/our brainless imagination hasn't the common sense to per-
ceive it, and—

"

_

Here he paused. I took my opportunity, and at the same
time my hat.

"Many thanks for your invitation, old boy," I said. "I en-
joyed the lecture immensely."

With that I left him.

On my way home I began to think of the lecture. It had
been on Eugenics. By the time I reached my room I was
feeling something like I imagine poets do when the spirit

moves them.

Taking off my coat and settling myself in my great arm-
chair before the fire, I tilted my pedals at an angle of about
forty-five degrees. Suppose it were true, I thought, the
greatest of dreams realized. Then every cripple would be a
perfect child and every child a dear. I confess I love chil-
dren, and the glory of the vision got in me. I saw the school
children coming into school. The girls, perfectly proportioned
and carrying themselves gracefully, made a splendid sight.
I marveled at the beauty of their faces. Honesty, purity
and love were written upon them. The script was legible;
of that there could be no mistake. Each seemed to have the
most gorgeous eyes—each pair more gorgeous until I saw the
next. The boys were manly, ruddy-faced and happy. Smiles
greeted smiles—the air was supercharged with happiness. I

remembered the lecture, and thanked God for having lived to
see such an era.

A knock sounded. I aroused myself from my vision and
opened the door. A wonderful looking something—I know
not what—entered. Instinctively I offered him a chair.
"Be seated," said the stranger.

I sat down, while he remained standing.
"I see you don't know me," he said, after an interminable

cause.

"I don't," I confessed, at a loss what else to say. I felt
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terribly depressed. Girlish faces and boyish smiles had com-

pletely vanished now.

"The world had known me long ago but for its folly/' he

began.

I listened without a word, much less a thought.

"Yes, the poor world must suffer for its misdeeds. Had it

sought me it would have known, and now it's most too late,

most to late," continued the voice with precision and, it

seemed to me, sadness.

"What's wrong with the world?" I asked at length.

"Ignorance," spake the voice. "The world must change

its ways. Your bruitsh hearts are ruled by selfishness, and

Hate usurps the place of Love."

"What's this of Love?" I asked eagerly, for I remembered

having heard the word before.

"Love," the vison continued, "was intended to rule you

people, but instead I see Selfishness and his general greed

supreme over you. Love holds the citadels of a few hearts.

If you had sought wisdom and Love you would have been

better off today."

"What's wrong with us, old top?" I queried, trying to be

jolly. "Haven't we progressed? We are not paupers, are

we?"
"Some are, and you who are not are just as bad. You

seek wealth in preference to Faith and Morality, who will

serve you for eternity, and your gold exists only with your

bodily encumberance. Why you wordly people seek wealth

in preference to all things else I can hardly understand, and

as for me, I am the spirit of Wisdom."

"Yes, but ignorance keeps the people of the world from

knowing what you say," I said in desperation, and added:

"How can I vouch for what you say?"

"There you go again—ignorant, faithless, and indifferent.

How did you ask? Seek ye the spirit of knowledge, and all

things shall be added to you."

"But, in that case, everybody else would have it, too. I'd

rather be a little better than others—like I am now."

"Selfishness destroyed your race. 'Tis better that Knowl-
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edge come to you all on equality than that it should come to
none. But I depart; tomorrow is another day."
With that he left by the door through which he came. I

began my preparations for retiring. "Tomorrow is another
day"—what did he mean ? H
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Does the average college student help

College Contributions support the college magazine? Or does

the average college student even feel an

interest in his college magazine? We answer the last ques-

tion first. Yes, we believe the average student is interested in

his college magazine, just because it is his college magazine.

Having subscribed to the magazine and elected a staff to run

it, the average student feels as if he had done his duty. It the

publication is good he feels proud of "our" magazine
;
if it is

weak in spots, of course the fault then falls on the staff of

supposedly embryonic journalists who are in charge. That is

half-way true. If any department whatever is poorly edited
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or neglected in any way, the fault is on the editor of that
department—the students are not responsible except for the
product of one department, viz : the Literary Department.
The function of the Literary Department is to publish

original articles of the students, and the students are supposed
to fill that department. From a student body as large as the
one we have at Wofford there ought to be a big supply of
fresh material every month for the editors to choose the depart-
ment from. Do we get it? We don't, and the accusation that
college journals are too often the work of a few can be justly
lodged against The Wofford Journal. The fait lies with
the students, however, and it is up to them to better the con-
ditions.

Here's a few facts for the students to consider : We have
published this year four issues of The Journal, in which
forty-seven contributions were made to the Literary Depart-
ment, twenty-four of them being poetry. Seventeen men
have contributed articles to The Journal this year, five of
whom were on the staff, leaving twelve outside students inter-
ested enough to contribute. Of the thirteen stories published,
one man (a member of the staff) has written five; of the
twenty-four poems one man (also a member of the staff) has
written fourteen. Four men have written thirty of the forty-
seven articles published.

We are not complaining. If that's the way things are run
we are perfectly content to keep on running it that way. We
merely make these facts known to let the students see for them-
selves how urgent is the need for contributions. The Journal
is the product of the entire student body, and it should be
participated in more generally. We would be ashamed to
leave college without having had at least one article printed
in the college monthly.

South Carolina is rapidly becoming
Your State Needs You an industrial State. Soon we will find

thrust into our hands the necessity for
adequate factory legislation. Soon we may find ourselves face
to face with strikes, lockouts, riots, and other labor militarism.
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ThiTis inevitable unless the people of South Carolina awake,

shake off their lethargy, and do some legislating to prevent

such a state of affairs.

It takes intelligence and mutual understanding to solve

these problems, and the urgent need is for education in the

rural districts. If South Carolina is to preserve her distinctive

character and to make permanent her moral integrity, she

will do it through the education of the farm population. When-

ever this element becomes enlightened and appreciative of the

problems facing the cities, then the well-being of our State

is assured.

Cities all over this State are drawing in the people from the

farms ;
creating a harvest for some future agitation! If the

cities become large before certain moral standards are fixed

there will be a drop in our moral standard. Every observer

notices the onward sweep of a certain moral laxness, which

becomes more and more marked in the cities.

The solution of our moral problems rest with the men—the

college men, and for them to countenance any violation of their

sense of decency is for them to help drag down the citizenship

of their State. The quicker men realize that they are

directly responsible for prevailing conditions the sooner will

the first steps towards improvement come.

We are unfortunate in having to face the black shadow

always before us, but let us be men and face it with a resolute

determination that the negro shall not keep the white man m

bondage. The very fact of his presence should inspire us with

the purpose to keep our race clean. Let us make our race so

perfect that there will be such a wide difference, such an

interminable superiority, that the true light will be forced upon

the colored race, and they will see the futility of their longing

towards equality. Already their leaders have practically aban-

doned this, and are devoting their time to the development of

the colored race.

South Carolina will never come to her own until the

white men arouse themselves from their stupor of pride and

busy themselves with raising their children and bettering their
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commonwealth's condition. The essential thing is to under-
stand exactly where we stand. College men, do you know?

H. S. S.

In every college community there is

Is it Best? a certain definite amount of extra work
to be done by the students. This work

is in addition to regular class room duties, and to be done
effectually should be distributed around as freely as is com-
patible with its efficient performance. Too often we have the
spectacle of all work of a similar character being assigned
spontaneously to a single man or a single group of men. Thus
we find a college community represented by a small coterie of
men who have in some way become identified, in the eyes of
the student body, as the representatives of their line.

There is always more than one capable man for every col-
lege function. It is not conceivable that a body of three hun-
dred students should limit themselves to a small body of men,
yet in a great many things this is done. For example, compare
the Sophomore speakers of any class with the Freshman speak-
ers of the previous year. They are usually the same men, with
an occasional change. Now, if this is due to the excellence of
their orations, it is right to honor them again; but too often
it is the result of a popular identification of them as speakers,
and whenever an orator is needed the students tend to confine
themselves to this group. Often the Senior speakers are
elected in their societies when the Freshmen try for their exhi-
bition. The present Senior class elected three speakers who
had been on the Freshman exhibition. These speakers may
be, and probably are, better than any others who have had a
chance to -speak, but who knows how much oratory has never
come to light? Of course, it can only come to light by having
a chance; and only a very small group of men ever get that
chance.

This is the usual .result of all honorary offices, where nothing
is required except good intentions and common sense. There
are a great many offices which could be acceptably filled by
any student, yet we find that these are also piled on the
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students who already have more than they can properly at-

tend to. The writer suggests that it would be better to have

three men of average ability to fill three positions than to

urge them all on a man of marked ability. If the work of

the positons is intended to train the students, it is all the

more imperative that it be distributed among the average

students. The man of ability doesn't need the training as bad

as the other's, and usually when he finds himself burdened

with a great many affairs he is apt to do their work in a super-

ficial manner. H. S. S.

It should be one of the cardinal doc-

The Panama Steal trines of the politics of the United

States to promote friendliness and fel-

lowship between itself and its republican neighbors in

Central and South America. Our commerce needs the

opening, but aside from commercial or financial consid-

erations, the closer the association of these American republics

the better will the free and progressive principles of America

spread. Politically, we deny European nations the right to

interfere with the internal policies or the acquiring of their

territory. Yet we are not the friends of these South American

republics that we should be; they look towards Washington

with respect for the powers that are, but with no confidence

or affection.

Why is this? What reasons have the South American re-

publics (and the Central American republics) to fear our gov-

ernment? Their cause is natural. The war with Spain, bring-

ing imperialism along with paternalism in Cuba, created almost

a new era in our politics. Since then dollar diplomacy has

been the rage—our marines are landed in Nicaragua and at

the cost of blood protect an American railroad which civil war

was about to interrupt. In several countries agents named by

our government look after the customs and finances. No South

American republic can ever feel secure from its sister republic

in the north, so much larger and powerful, as long as it re-
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members the proficiency we showed in obtaining Panama its

independence from Colomba.

Ex-President Roosevelt says he recognized Panama and let

Congress debate afterwards; if he had waited on Congress, it

would have been debating yet. The circumstances were these

:

The United States wanted to start its interocean canal, but
could not make mutually satisfactory arrangements with Co-
lomba for the acquisition of the necessary land. Suddenly
a revolution, bearing prominently the mark "Made in U. S. A.,"

started in Panama, having its minister in the United States

with his credentials when it opened up. Our government
(under Roosevelt's administration) promptly recognized the

independence of the isthmus and landed troops to protect it.

For this kind act we secured the canal zone on our own terms.

This was a theft pure and simple from the way we look at it.

It may have been called diplomacy or statesmanship in the

past, but we believe the future historian will write it plain

"steal." With that act unatoned for, our hoped-for friend-

ship with the republics naturally diminishes, for who knows
what will be the next step and upon whom it will fall? We
hope some day to have the pleasure of seeing our government
make full atonement and apology for the incident. It will

doubtless take the form of a large indemnity, but let us not

hold to ill-gotten goods because by law of might we can.

Conciliation, as Burke says, by the stronger nation to a con-

troversy is imputed to generosity, not to fear, and surely

powerful, mighty America would not be afraid to acknowledge
her wrong to the little (comparatively) State of Colomba.
A Democratic President once declared that no further de-

signs by Europe on this hemisphere would be tolerated, giving

protection to South and Central America; another Democratic
President almost went to war with our mother land to pre-

vent her infringement of the rights of a South American State ;

so let us hope that in a few more years, if possible, a Demo-
cratic President will have the courage and manliness to repudi-

ate and atone for the crime of an administration.



L0G4I DEPARTMENT %

Z. L. Madden, Editor.

£»»M £££££^MW ******* 9#»ft»

PRELIMINARY ORATORICAL CONTEST.
The preliminary oratorical contest comes off Saturday

evening, February 22. This contest will decide who is to rep-

resent WorTord at the State Inter-Collegiate Contest at Rock

Hill. The contestants have prepared their speeches on live

subjects, and this, along with their style of delivery, will make

the occasion one of interest.

We would like to capture the "goat" again this year
;
yet our

percentage is so high above that of any other college that we

can partly satisfy ourselves with our present record of six

victories out of fourteen. But our speakers do not mean to

coast nor to survive on the income of a past record, they are

up and doing, and the final representative will make a hard

fight. The speakers on the preliminary are:

H. R. Sims (Preston)—Subject, "The Unbroken Idol."

T. C. Herbert (Preston)—Subject, "The Significance of the

Democratic Revival."

J. C. Hyer (Calhoun)—Subject, "To Every Child His Own

Best Chance."

F. Wardlaw (Calhoun)—Subject, "Progressive Democ-

racy."

R. Syfan (Carlisle)—Subject, "When the War Drum

Sounds No Longer."

J. B. Paysinger (Carlisle)—Subject, "American Extrava-

gance of Crime."

SOCIETY ELECTIONS.
The fourth-term officers were elected before the usual time

in order to get the presidents' pictures into The Annual The

results of the elections are as follows

:

Calhoun—President, J. C. Hyer; vice-president, Bobo Bur-

nett; first critic, B. M. Asbill; second critic, Aiken Carlisle;

first censor, Jim Chapman; second censor, Harry Heinitsh

;

third critic, L. A. Grier; recording secretary, J. P. Wharton;

corresponding secretary, Walter Klugh.
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Carlisle—President, D. L. Edwards; vice-president, A. L.

Googe; first critic, W. H. Tiller; second critic, J. G. Kelley;

first censor, J. B. Paysinger; recording secretary, J. E. Ford;
third critic, M. L. Smith; corresponding secretary, R. C.

Stuckey; second censor, O. G. Gordon.

Preston—President, Z. L. Madden; vice-president, H. S.

Sims; first critic, F. S. Blair; second critic, E. B. Stallworth;

first censor, W. J. Moss; second censor, C. E. Morrison;
third censor, J. C. Kearse

; recording secretary, W. H. Smith

;

corresponding secretary, E. E. Jones.

The speakers for the different class exhibitions have been
elected as follows

:

Freshman Speakers—Carlisle Society, C. A. Carter and
Palmer ; Calhoun Society, O. P. Huff and R. Medlock ; Preston
Society, E. Moseley and Ramseur.

Sophomore Speakers—Carlisle Society, C. E. King and H.
N. Dukes ; Calhoun Society, H. M. Smith and Coleman Rice

;

Preston Society, H. Manning and J. B. Stuckey.

Junior Debators—Carlisle Society, J. E. Ford and C. C.

Garris; Calhoun Society, P. D. Huff and F. Wardlaw; Pres-
ton Society, T. C. Herbert and LeRoy Moore.

Senior Speakers—The class elected G. H. Hodges, H. R.
Sims and J. C. Hyer. The faculty elected J. G. Kelley, L. J.

Stilwell and Z. L. Madden.

LYCEUM.
The fourth lyceum number was filled by Dr. Harvey W.

Wiley. The subject of his lecture was "Health Our Greatest
Asset." He said that the time consumed in obtaining, cook-
ing, eating and digesting food averaged in the allotted life of
a person about forty-five years, therefore he was representing
man's foremost industry. He stated that since the career of a
man depended in a large measure on his environ-
ment, the nature of food meant a great deal in mak-
ing character. He certainly gave his audience some-
thing to think about. And while the course of his

lecture was instructive, yet he mixed enough humor in with
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his facts to make them entertaining. We hope Dr. Wiley will

continue his efforts in reforming the eating industry and that

pure food laws will be the monument to his great work.

CHICORA GLEE CLUB.

The Chicora College Glee Club gave the first performance

of the season in our auditorium Friday evening, February 7.

The twenty-odd girls were chaperoned by Dr. Byrd and Mrs.

Bellaman, and were entertained at the homes of the Wofford

faculty. The club rendered an excellent, up-to-date program,

which was thoroughly enjoyed by everyone present. The

entire program was well carried out, and it would be hard

to select features. A large audience showed its appreciation

by their frequent applause. After the performance a recep-

tion was tendered the young ladies at the Carlisle Memorial

Hall. The affair was a success in every particular, and we

wish and predict for the Glee Club a glorious season.

ON THE CAMPUS.

On February 4 the students of both the College and the

Fitting School heard a very instructive talk on Sex-Hygiene

by Mr. W. L, Clark, of Canada. He spoke about an hour

after chapel exercises. Mr. Clark is a busy man among the

young people of Canada and the United States. He empha-

sized the need of plain, outspoken warning to both girls and

boys. Ignorance has been the cause of many young lives

being blotted. Such men as Mr. Clark are doing an inesti-

mable good in bringing truth and light to the young people

of our country.

The members of The Annual staff are proud of the fact

that the material was all in on time and has been sent to the

publishers, Bell & Co. From the amount and quality of the

material, we are confident that The Bohemian of '13 will sur-

pass any previous publication. The class of '12 put out an

all-round, up-to-date annual, and the present staff had to

"go some" in order to improve.
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The Modern Civilization course, which the faculty has on

trial this year, is proving worthy of its place in the college

curriculum. Each professor gives from four to six lectures

on his department, and at the last period the boys are required

to stand a written examination on what has been gone over

in the lectures. We believe this course will have a broadening

influence on the Seniors, because they have an opportunity to

learn something about the studies which they have not carried

in their course, while at the same time they get a review in

the shape of condensed lectures of those studies which they

have gone over.

Dr. Snyder has found a new remedy for sickness on the

campus. The students who are absent from classes are re-

ported to him by each professor at the end of the day. The
result is that absences are becoming less frequent.

L. O. Rast was elected chief marshal by the Carlisle Society

in the place of M. K. Fort, who had to leave college because

of the illness of his father.

JUST LIKE " 'EM."
"Father" King (on receiving an invitation to Limestone

reception)—You know, I'm sorry, fellows, but I'll have to

send a declining note of refusal to this thing.

Dr. Wallace—Mr. Hughes, where was Martin Luther
born?

"Preacher" Hughes—In Bethlehem, Doctor.

Dr. Wallace—Mr. Hughes, haven't you confused that with
the birthplace of Christ?

"Preacher" Hughes—No, sir; Christ was born in Germany.

Prof. DuPre—Mr. Plyler, what are some of the general
characteristics of the Devonian fishes?

Plyler—Well, Professor, they were a little longer than they
were broad, and their heads were about half of them, and
their eyes were somewhat

—
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$ /. G. Xe/fy, Editor. |
$ /. P. Wharton, Assistant Editor. ®

The outward appearance of a mag-
The Bessie Tift

azfne is efficacious in determining the

Journal mental attitude with which the interior

will be perused. We have at times refrained from criticising

a publication for no other reason than that the cover preju-

diced us against it. Some covers repel as a glass tube repels

electrified peth balls. Others might be called neutral, for they

neither repel nor attract. Occasionally one comes to our table

which by its neatness and simplicity of design invites us to

explore its contents. We are predisposed to be satisfied with

what we find therein. We are negatively biased in its favor,

in that we are devoid of all desire to find fault. The Bessie

Tift Journal came to us bound in blue—we cannot call the

shade—with gold lettering. The neatness, simplicity and dig-

nity immediately attracted our attention. We were not dis-

appointed when we had finished our exploration of its con-

tents. There is not a shoddy piece of work between the covers.

Every piece is nicely finished off and polished.

The January issue of The Journal is unusually strong in

short stories. "Masquerading" is probably the best. It is a

love story with a novel plot which is well developed. A smooth,

flowing style carries the reader from one paragraph to an-

other without a hitch. The rush of the action in "The Gold

Piece" grips the attention at once and holds it until the last

line is read. We rather like the outcome of the story. It

leaves one thinking. The plot of "Charlotte's Lesson" is

weak, but the author is skillful in developing it. With con-

summate clearness and force she depicts the emotions of her

characters. Around these three stories the magazine is built.

The poetry does not rise above the average. "The Light

of the World" is the best of the three poems."
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"The Spirit of My Poet Friends," a reverie, is interesting
and well written. "A Day on the Water" is a beautiful de-
scription of a trip from Savannah to Beaufort by boat. "The
Legend of the Chrysanthemum" is pathetic and instructive.
A mind stored with a number of such legends is a delightful
companion. We would like to see more such stories in college
magazines. Couldn't the same author give us another before
the year is done?

"Light From Darkness" is the story
The Erskinian of two demented men. One hides a can

of gold under a tree, and with it buries
the following note

: "Because of a dream I had, telling me
that my nephew, Jack Haynes, would need this money more
later than at my death, I placed it here at the roots of my
favorite tree. I know that he is a poor manager and hope
that he will find it when he needs it." Later Jack Haynes also
dreams and digs up the tin can of gold just in time to prevent
the foreclosure of a mortgage on his home. The whole story
is an impossibility. How impossible is the concatenated oc-
currence of three such events as the uncle's dream, the cleav-
ing to the roots of the particular tree under which the gold was
buried by lightning, and the nephew's dream and discovery
only the day before the mortgage was to be foreclosed ! In
an attempt to give a semblance of reason to Haynes' deter-
mination to follow the impulse derived from his dream,
the author argues thus

: "He thought perhaps his dream was
true, because he knew that minerals drew lightning." This is
a weak effort to make an insane action appear rational. The
uncle is a psychological curiosity. With discrimnaton enough
to recognize the shortcomings of his nephew, with vision
enough to forecast his utter failure financially, with considera-
tion sufficiently strong to make him provide against this failure,
and yet without reason enough to do so in a sane, business-
like way.

We turn from this to "The Small World," a story dealing
with slave trade among the Arabs. This story is both inter-
esting and well written.
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Although we cannot agree with the philosophy of the poem,

"Success," still we are very much pleased with it. The senti-

ment is wholesome and well expressed. "Memories" is a de-

lightful narrative poem.

The essays in the January number of The Erskinian are

shallow.

—o

CLIPPINGS

CHANGE OF TIME.

One hundred years ago today,

With wildness here,

With powder in his gun, the man

Went out to get the deer.

But now the thing is somewhat changed

And on another plan

—

With powder on her cheeks the dear

Goes out and gets the man.

Though they had never met b-4,

What cause had she 2-care.

She loved him 10-derly because

He was a 1,000,000-aire.

His face was pale, his visage sad,

His look was black and stony.

"Is grim death near?" said I to him.

"No, no ; I've lost my pony."

Lives of Seniors all remind us

We ought to make suggestions,

And avoid the teachers' quiz

By asking lots of questions.

A dandy fair, with curly hair,

Set out in all his glory

;
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Faultless his style, winning his smile,
A hero for a story.

That muddy street beneath his feet
Claimed not his rapt attention;

In gallant style up went his tile

To greet his heart's affection.

His lordly heel stepped on a peel.
Alas for gravitation !

A thud, a whack ! down on his back

!

The rest—imagination ! __Ex

Now listen to my tale of woe,
It really is no joke:

When I go forth on pleasure bent
I always come back broke.

He who knows and knows that he knows is a Senior-follow

He who knows and doesn't know that he knows is a Tunior-
trust him. J

He who doesn't know and knows he doesn't know is a Sopho-more—honor him.
F

He who doesn't know and doesn't know he doesn't know is aFreshman—pity him.

Man is like a kerosene lamp,
He isn't especially bright;

He's often turned down, usually smokes,
And frequently goes out at night.

Said a whiskered med. to a fair co-ed.,
"I'm like a ship at sea;

Exams are near and much I fear
That I shall busted be."

"Oh, no," said she, "a shore I'll be;
Come rest your journey o'er."
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Then darkness fell and all was well

For the ship that hugged the shore.

Here's to him, winner

!

Here's to her won

!

But think of me, loser

!

Poor son-of-a-gun

!
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THE TRAINING TABLE.
It has been seen fit by the authorities to give special attentwn to what the members nf th„ ™u

special atten-

SSL 2£"«££^err8

IFFwho were instrumental in «2S?X
*

It is beheved that all the teams will show up better than ifhey were allowed to eat just any and eveTy Ld "T "stuff

smoke, etc., before they are eligible Steams ^ ^ t0

BASKET BALL.

DeShields fCaptainl P,*7
~nderson (manager), center;

McCulloui^ S thW y
'

T°WnSend
- «Uards >-

men by thVboysl S^S^*^
They are good) conscientious fellows, they know Landany team may well be proud of a'vltTrytl
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WOFFORD VS. CLEMSON.

The first game away from home was played with the Clem-

son team at Clemson. In this contest we were not victorious

and the hig end of the score was on the side which made he

cadets rejoice. The score would lead one to thmk that the

game was one-sided. This was not the case as it was hard

fought and well played by both teams. Each individual on

both teams played a fine game, and we should not pick out any

individual "stars," but congratulate both teams for the splendid

team work and hard playing throughout the game.

The line-up was:
WHTOiD:

CLEMSON.
Black (6)

Erwin
(
2I

>
' Hamilton (o)

Prevost (o) L. F.
|

Greneker (2)

. . .„. p Anderson (8)
Ward (8)

R G DeShields (o)
Caughman (19) K - u

Kangetter (2) -Ih. G Patterson (o)

Evins (9) i

Referees—Keaton and Dobson.

Final Score—Clemson, 4°; Wofford, 16.

WOFFORD DEFEATS Y. M C. A.

In the closest, most exciting, and best played game of the

season, the Wofford College basket ball /efeated the

Y M C A five by the close score of 41 to 38. The game

was intensely exciting throughout, the score at no time vary-

ing more than a few points, and being tied much of the time

7Z anybody', game until the whistle of the timekeeper

6

tonstnTwork was done by all the members olbjh^
W the Dlavine of Thompson during the first half and ot

to Slout the game was particularly brilliant for the

?M C A, while Anderson and Greneker starred for Wof-

f°r

This is the third in the championship series of five games
this is tne

Wofford fives, Wof-
arraneed between the Y. M. U A. anu wo

ford having won two and the Y. M. C. A. one.
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The line-up and box score are as follows

:

Y. M. C. A.
rp, . . WOFFORD.
Thompson (20) R. F Black rTn ,

Lucas (8) J p ,

IO

xr , ; \ Greneker (10)

Sf c Anderson I9
"lm;", ;°' R G DeShields (2Dlmcan (o) L.G Patter-on (a)
Foul goals called, Y. M. C. A. g, Wofford 5 ; thrown, Y. MA-> -Thompson 8; Wofford, Anderson 3.
Referee—Denning.

Timekeepers—Fielder and Frey.
Scorers—Earle and Steadman.

Herald

Sc°Te~WoSord
' 4* J Y. M. C. A., #.-Sp„rto*burg

WOFFORD WON AND LOST.
The Wofford basket ball five has returned from their trip

to Newberry and Furman, having split even in games on the
road trip. In the game at Newberry the local team was de-
feated by a score of 27 to 24. The game was close and excit-
ing from start to finish, and the two teams played star ball.
1 he Newberry guard was the star of the game, throwing 14of the points made by his team. The Wofford quintet played
a steady game, but their luck was poor and the score went
against them. The final outcome was very much undecided
however, until the last few minutes of play, when the New-
berry team ran in enough goals to give them the victory.

FURMAN GAME.
The team then went to Greenville, where they defeated Fur-man yesterday afternon by the score of 46 to 21. The Wof-

ford team had everything with them and outclassed the Uni-
verslty five in all points of the game. Grenecker, Anderson,
and Black tossed the majority of Wofford's points, while the
Furmamtes had no special stellar attraction. A reception was
tendered by the Greenville Female College, most of the team
remaining over for the occasion.—Spartanburg Journal
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MONTHLY BUSINESS MEETING.

Our first meeting of the new year was devoted to business

matters. The main feature of the program was a discussion

of the movement to raise funds on the campus to purchase a

piano for the Association. The boys who are now soliciting

money for this purpose hope to secure the desired amount by

about the middle of February.

REV. A. D. WATKINS.

On Friday evening, January the 10th, Rev. A. D. Watkms,

assistant pastor of the First Presbyterian Church gave us

a very instructive as well as impressive talk on Salvation

Obtained Through Faith in Christ." Scientists, said the

speaker, have tried to explain the mystery of salvation, but in

all such attempts they have met with absolute failure. Our

hope of being saved must be founded solely on simple trust in

the life and doctrines of this great teacher, Jesus. In order

for this trust to find a secure place in our lives we must truly

repent of our sins and become as little children. Several pas-

sages quoted from the scripture by the speaker added to the

force of his talk.

MR. HALL'S ADDRESS.

The speaker for our meeting of January the 17th was Mr.

Hall, a national Y. M. C. A. secretary, of New York, who

delivered to us a brief but very interesting address on I he

Relation of the Spiritual to the Physical Life."

The essential foundation of the best developed and there-

fore most valuable spiritual life, said Mr. Hall consists m a

strong, healthy body. The many attractive inducements and

powerful temptations to commit sin find least resistance from

people of lowest mental achievement and weakest physical

structure. Christ came to save us from our spiritual, mental

and bodily sins; so that if we would live in harmony with
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evangeHstic services were held thisyear from the 20th to the 26th of January, which was threeweeks earlier than the usual time. Rev. E K Ha7Z whoconducted these services last year, was again whh u
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MrHardin preached some most impressive and convincing ser^
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avor to Pers«de boys to desert sin and striveto fashion their lives m accordance with that of Christ Theattendance at each meeting was somewhat large, while vervdose^on was paid to the speaker as he" delivered his

As a result of these services several boys accepted the in-
vitation to become Christians, while the spiritual and moral
lite of the entire student body was greatly benefited.

TALKS BY TWO STUDENTS
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of the Junior class, onThe Chrsitian Life." The remarks of each one were in

andTt
t0 !"e

f
™abk imP°rta«ce of being a Christian,and the sorrow and failure derived from a life of sin. Messrs!

Patrick and Ford are two of the best workers in our Asso-
ciation, and we are always glad to have them speak to us.

"One who never turned his back, but marched breast forward;Never doubted clouds would break-
NeVe

triumph

med
'

th°Ugh right W°rSted
'
Wr°ng WOU'd

Held, we fall to rise, are baffled to fight better, sleep to
wake. —Browning.

^Ring out false pride in place and blood,
"The civic slander and the spite;
Ring in the love of truth and right,
Ring in the common love of good."' —Tennyson.
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The Pathway of Life

"Treading life's pathway where'er it leads,
^

Lined with flowers or choked with weeds."

SOUTHWESTERN^SOT^I™^
S^^

J*t®L^^^^^^^^
love at first sight. We are not: m a,mo« tobe very favo. ^
criticism of such stuff.

.
Love Begueame 6

fe tating that

class. Why did you not introduce the-fag* fement y 8

in onomatopoeia.

THE CAROLINIAN.
For The Wofford College Journal we have some praise and some

knocks "To Faith" is the best in the issue a though

Call of the Sea," D. I. Edwards for fir,J
a<* After the Battle^

fs 7« ^ctc^e

pi:

S

asa

U
n
n
t

m
surprise

g
' though the dialogue

^M£r££eS«& out of place. It would be better

in an agricultural journal.

THE PALMETTO. ,

articles of literary value are recognized and extracted from the mass

Iduorial s7aff, w? judge ?s up against it, and as far as we can see the

^rVloUtS 'but
6£S the^tanS^ to be

MSft£ff«5X^ed^Th "w|

he worid heTerary editor allowed it to go to the makmg of The

Journal we can't comprehend. We have
n

heard it said h«e

clature of ^^^-JJd When it descends to the commonplace
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to be denied the right of such. A magazine can never be too careful
in dealing with the love story. * * * * Strict rules need to be
observed concerning the form and unity of the short story. We
find these sadly lacking in a goodly number of the stories found in
college magazines. We do not mean to discourage the author of
Love Bequeathed." Perish the thought! Our aim is to show him

that he is on the wrong track. He probably has never given serious
attention to the art of storv writing. It is an art which demands
serious consideration. It is just there that the journal fails, and it is
just there that the effort of the staff needs to be focused. There is
plenty of material among the students. It is up to the staff to get it
into form presentable for The Journal. There is plenty of good
material in this self-same issue. We could not ask for better editorials,
or editorials with a wider scope of thought. The heavy articles are
better than the general run, though they are somewhat curtailed in
length. We do not find the poetry up to the standard. The one ex-
cetion is ' The Call of the Sea." It is one of the best poems on that
order we have ever seen in a college journal. Our chief criticism is on
the stories, and here, we must say, there is considerabe room for im-
provement.

THE NEWS AND COURIER, CHARLESTON, S. C.
One of the best balanced college magazines of the State is the Wof-

ford College Journal. There is not a department that is esoeciaily
weak. Simple but neat m get-up, it contains good matter in literary,
ocal, editorial athletic and Y. M. C, A. departments. One thing is

^Z^g
i v ,

1S "° alumni page, and a college magazine should by allmeans be a link to bind college men to their alma mater

wiffnr?
era

i

ry contnbut
j
on/ evidence a strong English department atWofford clearness and facility of diction abound. A reasonably

large number of contributors lend themselves in the production The
editor-in-chief shows commendable versatility treating of subjects on
college life and public life as well, together with a pleasing intersper-
sion of sentiment. Illusions of Childhood" is good to read. In "Wil-son s Election" and "Financial Publicity" is displayed a knowledgeand grasp of public questions not too often found in the young college

7»- n
T glV

1

eS
?
ome very Plain-spoken views about "WrongMethods in college elections, which, as every one knows, is an abidingsource of trouble at college. * * * *

«*uiuuiS

In the local department are some very clever items. Of course thepoor freshman comes in for his share of the comics
The exchange editor of The Journal takes his work seriously anddevotes some thought to his work. It is commendable to note that hedoes not try to get funny." His criticism of The Furman Echo ofNovember is of real value.
"Reformers, Social and Profane," by Hi. S. S., is an able paper. Itshows considerable knowledge of the trend of events, not merelyevents as events, but their composite significance. "Night " bv D L E

is a gloomy but well written poem
8

'
y

'

'

iel?7rZ?*
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n t^/^PP^s" by W. C. Bethea, is a live sub-
ject treated with a little more than passing knowledge of the realproblem that has faced the country for years^and one that the Wilson
administration is preparing cautiously to tackle.A Poets Christmas," by Warren Ariail, and "Won by a Touch-down," by Jimmy, are well worth the reading.



i Wofford College Journal

THE EDUCATED BOY IS THE MAN OF THE
FUTURE.

Banking knowledge is a strong factor of that education. Litera-

ture and business make a winning combination. Deposit your money

in the FIRST NATIONAL BANK and make it your business head-

qU
The

r

FIRST NATIONAL BANK appreciates in the highest sense

nossible WOFFORD COLLEGE and her sons and STUDtN 1

EVERY ONE OF ITS OFFICERS AND EMPLOYEES HAS AT-

TENDED WOFFORD COLLEGE, and will welcome heartily every

STUDENT who may enter the BANK.

The Bank of Strength, Progress, Courtesy.

FIRST NATIONAL BANK
Capital $500,000

Surplus ,9°'°°°

Stockholders Liability 500,000

W. E. Burnett President

J. B. Cleveland Vice-Pres.

A. M. Chreitzberg
Vice-Pres. and Cashier

S. B. Jones ...Asst. Cashier

Frank C. Rogers ... Asst. Cashier

H. B. Carlisle Attorney

Roy E. Leonard.Head Bookkeeper

W. Frank Klugh Bookkeeper

W. H. Darden. .Sten. & Ex. Clerk

We have caught the spirit of the Young Men's wants and

have provided for them for the coming season a line of Shoes

with all the dash, new curves, and style "kinks" to be had.

"EVERYTHING NEW THAT'S GOOD."

The quality is up, but the prices are just the same.

$3.50 $4.00 $5.00 $6.00

The best efforts of the best shoe makers.

SMITH-COPELAND
SHOE COMPANY

Wofford men must trade only with Wofford Advertisers.
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We are looking for Young Men. Two or three hundred—who
are working and trying to get a higher

Education—to trade with

HOLMES & JOHNSON
DRUGGISTS

SPARTANBURG, S. C.

GREENEWALD'S
THE LEADING

Clothiers, Hatters and Furnishers
MODERATE PRICES ALWAYS

'

GREENEWALD'S
OLYMPIA CAFE

FOR LADIES AND GENTLEMEN
A First-Class Place to Get Something Good to Eat
EVERYTHING CLEAN AND UP-TO-DATE

Private Dining Rooms for Ladies and Gentlemen
Open Day and Night Look for the Big Electric Sign

Phone 603. M. A. SCUFFOS, Proprietor
142 North Church Street SPARTANBURG, S. C.

'Style Center for Men' A Shop That Always Carries the NEW
—IN

—

NEW Furnishings, Hats and Clothing

IDEAS And One That Appreciates the College

IN EVERYTHING Man's Trade.

A BOMAR & CRIGLER
MAN WEARS Next to Railroad Crossing, East Main St.

Firms wanting Wofford trade, advertise in our publications.
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When you want your flem Junior

SAFETY : RAZORS

ELECTRICAL WORK
Rubberset

done promptly and cor-
SHAVING : BRUSHES

rectly, call

Rrill Flprtrir fft
Drill Llttll It LU.

Eastman Kodaks—Kodak
Supplies

Largest Stock of Chandeliers where you are always

and Supplies in town. welcome

K.-W.-N. PHARMACY
"The Quality House"

AND THE PLACE TO MEET YOUR FRIENDS

K.-W.-N. PHARMACY
"ON THE SQUARE"

WORTH LITTLEJOHN

BARBER
5 CHAIRS 107 MAGNOLIA STREET

Hot and Cold Baths Electric Massage

The man wh0 asks for your trade should get it.
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THE QUALITY

of our $4.00 Shoes has gone up!

THE STYLES
are the very newest of the season's approved
styles.

THE PRICE

remains the same—$4.00.
Without a doubt you'll get Four Dollars worth

of shoe satisfaction out of every pair of these good
Shoes. Try a pair and you'll see.

"The Shoe Store"

WRIGHT-SCRUGGS SHOE CO.
126 On the Square. Spartanburg, S. C.

TURNER'S CIGAR STORE
120 EAST MAIN STREET

Cigars and 2fo6acco

EXCLUSIVE AGENTS FOR

Martha Washington Home Hade Candy
Make Journal advertisements pay the advertiser.
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THE

DuPre

Book Store

The Largest Book Store in

South Carolina

STUDENTS CORDIALLY
WELCOMED

Don't buy from firms which refuse to advertise with you.
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W.
Henry N. Snyder, LL. D., Litt. D., President
Two degrees, A. B. and A. M. All courses leading to the

A. B. Degree. Eleven Professors. Departments: Ethics
Astronomy, Mathematics (pure and applied), Physics, Chem-
istry Biology and Geology, Latin, Greek, English, German

™ '«
0ry End Economics, L^rary and Librarian.

The W. E. Burnett Gymnasium, under a competent director.B
'J

:ieveland Science Hall. Carlisle Hall, a magnificentnew Dormitory. Athletic grounds. Course lectures by the
ablest men on the platform, Rare musical opportunities.
Table board $10.00 to $12.00 a month. Next session begins
February 1st. For catalogue or other information, address

J. A. GAMEWELL, Secretary,

_

Spartanburg, S. C.

WOFFORD COLLEGE

Fitting Schoolf
Two dormitories and one class-room building. The dormi-

tories contain 40 bed-rooms. Electric lights and steam heatm one dormitory. Teachers and matron live in the build-
ings, so that at all times there is a close supervision of the
students. The buildings are on the college campus. The
students take a regular course in the gymnasium, and have
access to the College Library. Expenses for the year, $155For further information, address

Spartanburg, S. C.

J. M. STEADMAN,
A. W. HORTON,

Head Masters.

Wafford Students Patronize Wofford Advertisers.
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Have your clothes made by people who know how as

well as guarantee to give you

Style, Fit and Workmanship

Cleaning, Pressing and Repairing

French Dry Cleaning and Remodeling

A Specialty

W. J. NICKLES
INDIVIDUAL TAILORING

152 North Church St. Phone 1116

MEDICAL COLLEGE
OF THE STATE of SOUTH CAROLINA

Charleston, S. C.

MEDICINE AND PHARMACY
Session opens October 1st, 1912,

ends June 2nd, 1913. Unsurpass-

ed clinical advantages offered by

the new Roper Hospital, one of

the largest and best equipped hos-

pitals in the South. Extensive

outdoor and dispensary service

under control of the Faculty.

Nine appointments each year for

graduates in Medicine for Hos-
pital and dispensary services.

Medical and Pharmaceutical
Laboratories recently enlarged

and fully equipped.

Department of Physiology and
Embryology in affiliation with the

Charleston Museum. Practical

work for medical and Pharmaeu-
tical students a special feature.

For Catalogue address

ROBERT WILSON, Jr., M. D., Dean

Cor. Queen and Franklin Streets,

Charleston, S. C.

When trading, say you saw this ad. in The Journal.

NEW GOODS
NEW STORE

NEW FIXTURES

And We are Now Looking

For

NEW FACES

When you need Drugs—come

to us. Anything a Drug Store

should have, we have it.

Heinitsh's Drug Store

131 Morgan Sq. Phone 91
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WHERE IS YOUR STORE

ELECTRIC SIGNS
are business getters

SPARTANBURG R'Y., GAS& ELECTRIC CO.

JOHN A. WALKER
CLAPP, WALKOVER AND JET1LT SHOES

Wofford Boys Always Given a Warm Welcome

TERMS CASH

"THE COLLEGE MAN'S PLACE."

Sanitary Soda Water

CENTRAL DRUG CO.

9
You want the boys' trade. Let them

see where you are located. : : :

—AGENT FOR—

ALL GLASSES STERILIZED

Wofford men must trade only with Wofford advertisers.
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Bank of Spartanburg

Capital $100,000

We Solicit Your Business

Arch. B. Calvert, Pres.

V. M. Montgomery, V.-Pres.

J. B. Cannon, Cashier.

Students of Wofford College, Consult

DR. CHAS R. GAILLARD

EYE-SIGHT SPECIALIST
{Successor to Drs. Crimtn and

Gaillard)
ABOUT YOUR EYES.

No Charge for Examination
Special Discount to Students.

108 North Church Street, Phone
453-
The Best Glasses at a Reasonable
Price. Satisfaction Guaranteed.

For First-Class Groceries

Chapman
The Grocer

PHONES 92 and 703

THE DOLLAR
SAVINGS BANK.

CAPITAL STOCK $50,000.
The only exclusive savings bank

in Spartanburg. Interest at rate
of 4 and 4TA% paid upon deposits.
Compounded semi-annually.
Give us your savings account

ARCH B. CALVERT, President.

J. T. JOHNSON, Vice-President.
J. T. BOYD, Cashier.

J. W. WILSON, Asst. Cashier.

AT SPIGEL BROS.
you will find a large selec-

tion of Jewelry, Watches of
every description; also a
large variety of College
Badges and Pins at the very
lowest price

SPIGEL BROS.
Practical Jewelers and Opticians

A. W. BIBER

Glass Rings Society Pins

FOR ALL EQUIPMENT.
FOR ALL ATHLETICS.

See

JACK CAUTHEN,
—AGENT—

RAZORS
AND

FINE CUTLERY

Beacham Hardware Go.

Firms wanting Wofford trade, advertise in our publications.
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SAM EKSTEIN

^COLLEGE TAILOR
Spartanburg, S. C

154# EAST MAIN ST.

A. B. CORRELL

JEWELER

103 E. Main St.

BUMPS on the head indicate
knowledge. BUMPS on the feet In-
dicate ill-fitting, improperly made
Shoes. Our Shoes are made over
lasts modeled from the natural foot,
and we know how to fit them.
New Fall Shoes now coming in. We

are always glad to show them.
J. H. LOWE SHOE CO.

CHAMPION SHOE
FACTORY

Largest Shoe Repairing House in the South

SPECIAL RATES TO STUDENTS

113 S. CHURCH STREET PHONE 657

W. M. FREEMAN & SON, Props.

The man who asks for your trade should get it.
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THE

GRAND THEATRE
THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL

CATERS TO COLLEGE BOYS

A Change of Program Daily

THE GRAND
ADMISSION

A. LEVIN, Tailor to Men
Who Wear the Best

113 1-2 E. MAIN STREET,
Over Standard Cloak Co.

We do cleaning, pressing

and repairing on men's gar-

ments.

Specialty—Refitting Men's

Garments.

To Wofford Students.

Visit the stores of the mer-

chants in Spartanburg wheth-

er you are buying or not. We
want to know you.

Spartan Hardware Co.

LANO OINTMENT
Guaranteed to cure or

money refunded. Try a box
and be convinced. For all

skin diseases.

Lano Ointment Co.

164 N. CHURCH ST.,

At North Side Drug Store.

TAKE YOUR MEALS
—At—

"THE WHITE HOUSE"
The most convenient place

on the Campus.
Terms: $12.50 a month.

See

T. C. HERBERT.

JOE WHOT,

The Chinese Laundry.

Best Quality in Town.

"All the Boys Trade With

Joe."

Shirt ioc.

Collar 2c

Cuffs 4c

Undershirts $c

Drawers 5c.

Handkerchief 2c.

Ties 2c.

N. Church near Main St.

Make Journal advertisements pay the advertiser.
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The Well Dressed Boys

WEAR

Royal Tailored Suits.

Satisfaction Guaranteed.

Over 500 exclusive fabrics.

Call at Room 18, third

floor.

Carlisle Hall.

PETERSON

The PHOTOGRAPHER

College Photos

—

Great Specialty.

S. P. Bell & Co., the pub-
lishers of College Annuals,
says in a recent letter : "Your
photos engrave with less

trouble than any we have
ever used, and are inexpen-
sive to students, as hardly
any retouching at all is re-
quired." The sooner in the
year the Annual photos are
made the better for all con-
cerned.

For Men Who Care

For Correct Styles

Young Men and Men who
care to dress young, Fit

Right Tailors can give you
more new ideas about your

suit than any tailor in Spar-

tanburg.

Fit Right Tailors will do
your cleaning and pressing by
experienced pressers.

FIT-RIGHT TAILORS
132 MAGNOLIA ST.
'Phone 683.

DRINKS
CIGARS
TOBACCO

BURNETT has everything

you want in these lines.

Fresh Candy a Specialty.

BURNETTS

Don't buy from firms which refuse to advertise with you.
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If You Need

Stationery

Groceries

Cold Drinks, Pipes, Cigars,

Smoking Tobacco, or a quick

Hot Lunch, go to

W.H.Thrower's
On the corner of the Campus.

WHERE IS

LEMHOND'S BARBER SHOP?

286 Magnolia St., second door

from Southern Passenger Depot,

where I have been doing barber

work for the Wofford Faculty,

Students and the public generally

for more than ten years. I have

an extra fine barber to assist me.

We solicit your patronage.

A. W. LEMMOND,
Proprietor.—~~~™~~

Bookkeeping,
Banking and
Shorthand op-

: en more ave-

'nues to success

than any other

training.

W e teach
everything i n

com. branches.

Great de-
mand for our
graduates.

Spartanburg and Anderson, S. C.

thousands of Operators Needed Salaries $45. to $90. per

Month The most educational and fascinating work there is

--Beautiful catalog and full information Free——
-Low Sn i Small Ixpenses - Shortest possible ttme

R. E. CUDD & COMPANY
Dealers in All Kiiwfe of Coal

Best Livery Service can be had here. Students'

trade solicited. See our agent,

LeROY MOORE,

Bobo Cottage. - - Phone 1195

Wofford Students Patronise Wofford Advertisers.
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cannon & mm CO.

Headquarters for College Men

Clothing, Furnishings and Hats

The Place to Buy what you Like, and

Like what you Buy

CANNON & FETZER CO.

UNIVERSITY OF VIRGINIA
UNIVERSITY, VIRGINIA.

EDWIN A. ALDERMAN, LL. D., President

THE COLLEGE—In this department, four-year courses can be

selected leading to the degrees of Bachelor of Arts and Bachelor of

Science, Cultural and Vocational. Short courses are offered to those

unable to enter at opening of session. „„,ttt^ Tt^ T , < •

THE DEPARTMENT OF GRADUATE STUDIES—In this

Department an opportunity is given Bachelors of Art and Bachelors

of Science for specializing in any direction they may choose. Degrees

offered are Master of Arts, Master of Science, and Doctor of

Philosophy. • ,
THE DEPARTMENT OF MEDICINE—In this department, a

four-year course is given leading to the degree of Doctor of Mtedicine.

THE DEPARTMENT OF CIVIL ENGINEERING—In this de-

partment, four-year courses are given leading to the degrees of Mining

Engineer, Civil Engineer, Electrical Engineer, Mechanical Engineer,

and Chemical Engineer.
. . , u

THE DEPARTMENT OF LAW—In this department, a three-

year course is offered, leading to the degree of Bachelor of Law.

Loan Funds are available. All other expenses reduced to a

minimum.

HOWARD WINSTON, Registrar.

Don't buy from firms which refuse to advertise with you.
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Special Rates to Wofford Students See J. I. ROBINSON

THE UNIVERSITY OF SOUTH CAROLINA
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MEDALS ON DISPLAY

The four medals to be awarded by The Journal at

the close of the year have arrived, and will be placed

on exhibition in the Library in a short while, where

they can be seen by the students.

There is only a few more weeks in which to hand

in articles for The Journal. Get busy now, and com-

pete for one of these medals. Hand in a contribution

to the Editor-in-Chief, the Literary Editor or the As-

sistant Literary Editor at once.
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LITERARY DEPARTMENT

D. L. Edwards, Editor.

T. C. Herbert, Assistant Editor. $

A Tribute

(TO R. F. SCOTT AND HIS COMPANIONS.)
In the southern Polar regions,

Where the fields of ice abound;
Where the bleak Antarctic country
Fast in Winter's grip is bound

:

Where the blizzard fiercely rages,

And the snow falls thick and fast—
It was there that death overtook them,

It was there they breathed their lajs ltf

With no bell to toll their parting,

And no choir to sing their dirge;

But such glory they accomplished
As will never, never merge I

Singing not of your mythic heroes,

Sing not of the vanished time—
Of the medieval ages—
When true knighthood was in prime!

Tell the tale of the Titanic—
Was, then, chivalry forgot?

Search thro' all your annals—finde\s't

Braver men than followed Scott?

D. L. E
,
'13.
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According to Honor

Mrs Jackson sat in a spacious armchair in the drawing

room of her richly furnished home. A second look was not

necessary to see the cozy comfort gleaming from every Side of

the room, the beautiful French mirror opposite the entrance, .

the magnificently patterned carpet, aud other evidences of

wealth, softened with the judicious taste employed m selecting

the furnishings. She was a middle-aged lady, hair turning

erav and with a quiet, sweet expression upon her face. But,

notwithstanding the smile that played over her features every

few moments, there was no mistaking the fact that she was

worried about something tonight. Finally, as if dismissing

the thought from her mind, she smiled with an effort and

turned to the table to pick up the evening's paper, when she

saw an envelope lying face downward on the table. Picking

it up, she observed it was addressed to Mr. Lewis Jackson,

and she opened it without making any efforts to conceal the

curiosity that was in her mind as she noted the address was

in a woman's handwriting. • She read it slowly and drawmg

in a long breath, said, "What, already?" as if she didnt relish

the new! she had just read. However, she laid the letter back

upon the table, and was listlessly tapping the arms of her

chair when Lewis Jackson, attired in evening dress, lightly

entered the room behind her and came leisurely to a chair

opposite his mother. , .

"Oh I say, you ought to see a little note I received this

evening-on the table there. What, you have already seen

it? What do you think of it; doesn't it seem as if she must

be getting to care for me pretty well after all, eh? You notice,

after inviting me to her ball, she says, 'Suppose you come a

little early, so we can have a little chat. After the dancing

Wins I'll be too busy to see anyone.' If she'd give me a

chLce, I'd ask her to be Mrs. L. J.
tonight ;

but "ever fear

she won't. I know, mother dear, you don t like her like I

want you to, but after you know more about her you will.

But maybe you won't have to if Harold Cosgrove keeps on

going like he is now. Has been giving her the dead rush, and
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it will get me worried if he doesn't stop. I believe he's crazy
about her, anyway."

The mother said nothing, but as the boy praised his sweet-
heart closed her eyes involuntarily and her little hands clenched
a little tighter upon the paper weight she was fondling. After
waiting a minute or two, she answered slowly: "Well, my
boy, if you want to and think it will make you happy, I haven't
any objection whatever to your marriage, but you ought to
see the difference between your nature and hers. Since your
father died and left me to raise you alone, I've learned a lot

about the world I never knew before. I never expected to
keep you a saint. I expected you to have your faults, which
doubtless you have. But there was one thing I tried to instill

into your heart, and that was honor for yourself and rever-
ence for women. You may not have been all that I wanted
along some lines, I readily admit you were not, but you have
been honorable. You dislike the excessive freaks of most men
in your position and social standing

; you drink, but not exces-
sively; you gamble, but very moderately; you flirt, but not
seriously; and you don't like the frivolity of the life led by
most gentlemen and ladies of leisure. That's where you and
Ethel differ; she does. Dances, whist parties, flirtations, ex-
citement, these she craves and must have. If you marry her,
you'll disagree. What you want is a woman who loves you in
the old-fashioned way; kisses but one man, and that only
when engaged to him ; who knows how to cook and sew. She'd
take you, turn you away from idleness and participation in
fashionable nothings and make a man out of you. But go,
my boy; it is getting late. Good-bye, don't stay too long, and
take good care of yourself."

He turned and left his mother. It was the first time in his
life that she had ever talked to him like this. He loved, or
fancied he did, at any rate, Ethel Aiding, and almost wor-
shiped her. Rivals he had in plenty, but he bravely struggled
against them, and one by one he had felt himself pass them
by in her esteem, until only he and one of his close friends,
Harold Cosgrove, remained. His mother's words set him
thinking. She was right; Ethel and he were of entirely dif-
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ferent natures. He had many times had the unpleasant sus-

picion that his lady was an outrageous flirt, and as he walked

away he remembered several things. She wasn't very dig-

nified, it was true; he had seen her with the most frivolous

girls of their set, but up to this time he had never suspected

that she would go the pace as far as the others. He remem-

bered various incidents and occasions which had shocked him

by their exposure of the feeling in her heart and her regard

for the proprieties of life. As he walked along, somehow or

other, dimly at first, then stronger and stronger, he arrived at

the stage where he knew that she was too frivolous for him.

Her kisses were not easily obtained by anyone, but there were

several who could get them he knew; he himself had often

in the past year and a half felt the thrill of her embrace, but

always it was pure and sincerely the touch of love. He soon

realized that he did not trust her and, having come to this

conclusion logically, he could not prevent its sway, although

time and again his love rallied and tried to drive back the

shadows of doubt, but each time the unanswerable facts of

reason presented themselves unmoved.
* * w *

Three months later Lewis Jackson was sitting in the read-

ing rooms of the Athletic Club—a real athletic club, with a

capital A—when his friend and rival, Harold Cosgrove, walked

in Things had not gone well with Lewis and his old sweet-

heart since the night his mother's words had called doubt

into his mind. He had fussed with her and broken everything

off completely ;
yet even then he couldn't help but think of

her. He still met her at receptions and dances, and he couldn t

help but feeling that she was secretly sorry for the fuss and

would welcome a return to their old free and easy comrade-

ship However, he had always refrained from giving any

sign of further love for her, and endeavored to avoid her

whenever it was not noticeable to do so. The whole trouble

was Ethel wanted him to be one of her many friends, while

he insisted on being sweethearts ; she wanted to share her love

;

he wanted to center his on one object. It, therefore, hurt him

a good deal more than it did her to cut off the visits that he
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used to pay weekly to her home, and the tender words that
invariably accompanied their conversation. So, trying to
forget, he had become much more active as a member of the
Athletic Club, and almost any day you could find him there,
ready for a fence or a boxing match with any other in the
club. Fencing, however, was his strong forte, and he de-
lighted in practicing it every chance he secured.
Harold Cosgrove having entered the club, looked around

until seeing Lewis, he walked up to him and invited him to
the hall for a little exercise. Lewis readily assented and,
stopping at the bar for a small drink, they proceeded into
the dressing room, where they soon emerged in white pants
and jerseys, ready for their fun. After they had been per-
forming a few stunts on the various bars and rings nearby,
Cosgrove called Lewis over to a bench in one corner of the
room and said:

"Old man, I want to have a frank talk with you. We are
both friends, and we'll understand each other better for it.

We both love the same girl ; it is no use to mention her name.
For some reason or other you have become piqued in the last
few months and have stopped going to see her. Why, I don't
know. She likes you, and I believe I can say she likes me.
She doesn't love either of us, and as long as we both are here
together she never will. My proposal is this: We will pro-
ceed to the fencing room, secure foils and engage in a match.
If I win, you leave town for one year, during which time you
will pledge me not to make any effort to influence the lady in
question. In the meantime I will be given a free hand to see
whether she loves me or not. If, on the other hand, I lose the
match, I will give you a free hand for one year to try your
luck. Of course, the man leaving will be permitted to give
his reasons for doing so, but will not be expected to tell her
definitely where he is going. This is an open proposition.
What do you say ?"

Jackson's only answer was to lead the way toward the foils.
Somehow he smiled inwardly to himself. Why, Cosgrove had
never fenced, as far as he knew, and he, Lewis, was almost
the champion of the club. So off together they went to battle
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for a lady love, just as in olden times the champions decided

such things between themselves.

"On guard! Ready!" and the thin steel rapiers crossed.

The two men, with every muscle in tension, legs outstretched

and eyes following the rubber-pointed tip of his opponent's

weapon, moved quickly from one position to the other. Lewis

immediately began a fierce onslaught ; with attack after each

other he tried to break through the guard that protected the

red heart painted on Harold's fencing coat, but in vain
;
each

time the other weapon crossed his, and he would have to parry

a fierce lunge in return. Silently, without a noise, except the

scraping of the metal or the sudden click as one parried a

sudden thrust, the fight went on. Some loiters in the room

gathered around. The fight was undoubtedly one of the best

exhibitions of sword play seen in the club for some time.

Twenty minutes passed, and both were breathing heavily, al-

though subdued. Neither had been wounded sufficiently, ac-

cording to the game, to end the contest, and they fought

briskly on. Once, twice, Lewis had grazed the side of Harold s

body as he worked a new combination ;
but, after having failed

the first time to reach him with an attack, it never was dan-

gerous after. Each time Lewis repeated an attack that had

been used before and almost caught him, Harold would break

in a half smile and parry the thrust easily. Lewis became

more and more piqued as the fight went on. Surely, Harold

had been taking fencing lessons somewhere and had led him

to this trap, and now he found that, with all his skil
,

he

could not touch his opponent. Then Cosgrove became a little

more aggressive, a little more strength was behind his attacks,

a little more quickness in his parries and returns, and then

suddenly, without knowing how, Lewis felt a thump on his

chest as the rubber-pointed tip struck his heart. The game

was over. Cosgrove had won, and he smiled with satisfac-

tion. The crowd dispersed, and Lewis shook hands with his

opponent and left the building.

On his way home he dropped by the Aiding home, and

luckily found Ethel in. After talking around briefly on gen-

eral topics-she was too skilled to let him see the surprise at
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having him pay her the unusual visit after his long absence,
and on his part he didn't once think of it, he just naturally
fell back into his old style. They talked entertainingly for
about half an hour; then he approached the purpose of his
visit. He told her about his love and his disappointment in
the way she did, and finally said that he was going to leave
town and go away on a traveling expedition to see the world.
She listened with quiet contentment to his recital, and in-
wardly remarked that he was leaving town to forget her.
However, she accepted his spoken purpose as the reason for
His going, and wished him much joy. As he was going, he
took her hand to say good-bye and, looking into her eyes, he
saw there the permission for the request he hesitated to make,
and drew her closely to his body and pressed a long kiss upon
her lips. Still holding her close, he murmured brokenly, "May
God bless you," and with an effort leaving her, he secured
his hat and coat and left the building Not once did he turn
to see the girl watching him with eyes half filled with tears
as he walked up the street towards his own home.*****

It was nearly two years later. Lewis Jackson, sitting on the
deck of the liner Mauretania, was speeding to America. For
months he had traveled; the historic places in England had
entertained him only for a few weeks; then Germany; then
France. Here he managed to enjoy himself for nearly three
months. Discouraged at the way things had gone, he gave
himself over to pleasure—not completely, however—and tried
to entertain the passing moments. But the revels of Paris
became tiresome after a few months, and he went to Italy.

Here it was even worse. He regretted that he had never paid
any more attention to the lectures on Italian art and influence
that he ought to have heard in his senior year at college, but
he hadn't, and after spending a month in the Alps, he came
back to Italy once more, preparing to visit Turkey, Egypt, and
maybe some other countries where "there wasn't so much
civilization." While sitting in the corridor of his Rome hotel
the afternoon previous to his departure, he happened to see a
foreign edition of a well known New York paper, The Times.
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As he was reading over the various items of society to see what

was happening, one caught his eye. It was under the heading

"Engagement Announcements." "Mr. and Mrs. Richard L.

Aiding announce the engagement of their daughter, Ethel, to

Mr. Harold C. Cosgrove. The wedding will take place in

February." The paper slid from his hands, and he walked

slowly to his room. Securing paper and pen, he addressed a

short note of congratulation ;
then, packing his trunk, he or-

dered his valet to secure tickets for their departure at once.

That was in September, six months after his departure from

America. He wondered if he had won that day in the club

would the engagement announcement have been in favor of

Lewis Jackson instead of Harold Cosgrove. But, according to

honor, he submitted, and pushed his way on into his travels. He

hadn't stopped with Egypt, but had gone on into India, then

into China, and adventure upon adventure came to his experi-

ence. First a narrow escape from death in India when the

natives caught him spying upon a secret worship; his good

luck in falling in with Prof. Scalling, and together they ex-

plored a part of Tibet which man had not yet seen, and so

on, until he almost forgot the fight in the club, the parting at

her home, but at last hearing that his mother was sick, he was

hurrying home. Back across the continents he had come and

taken the Mauretania to carry him home. But, alas, before

getting there a wireless message from his married sister told

him of his mother's death. Her last words were: I ell

Lewis, wherever he is, I know he is honorable." So he sat

upon the deck of the ship thinking. Life seemed rather dis-

couraging ahead for him ; no close friend to confide m
;
when

Ethel married one went, and when his mother died the other.

But at last he decided he'd see his sister, then go to some

summer resort for a few weeks' rest before deciding upon any-

thing active to do.

So a week or so later Lewis found himself at Palm Beach,

enjoying the swimming and boating and occasionally becom-

ing one of a party of gay picnickers. He was getting in fine

spirits again, and he felt his old fire of enthusiasm rise at

times within him. He became a prime favorite with the visit-
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ors, and it wasn't long before he was established as an invited
guest to all functions that were indulged in. Mrs. Mark (in
her olden days, when her husband hadn't made his pile, it

was Marcus) Payton gave a house party that was going to
last for ten days in her suburban villa, a few miles from Palm
Beach, just far enough to be convenient to motor in when-
ever one wanted to be at the waters. Lewis was invited.
The second day he had been there his hostess came up to him
and said

:
"Oh, Mr. Jackson, I believe you know my niece,

Mrs. Cosgrove. She is coming tomorrow with her husband to
spend the week-end, but Harold is so busy he can't be here
long. Isn't business an awful thing?" she asked smilingly, as
she walked away.

Her words had placed Lewis in a predicament. Here was
coming practically the only girl he ever loved, and for whom
he might still have a tender feeling, and he had sworn not to
attempt to influence her; but, ah, the year was over. He
could, if he wanted, flirt with her, and if the old feeling came
back, why, there was the divorce court. But he remembered
his mother's words nearly two years ago, "but you have been
honorable," and he knew it wouldn't be so to entice a married
woman once more into thinking of what ought to be a forgotten
love with her

; so he resolutely decided he'd stay, but if the
old feeling came back upon him he would leave the party. But
his resolutions were of no use. Mrs. Cosgrove came, smiled
pleasantly upon him, but he didn't even thrill at her look or
smile. The old feeling was gone; he could talk with her
pleasantly without in the least recalling other days, the mem-
ory of which probably lay somewhere back on the plains of
India or the plateaus of Tibet.

A few days passed without anything happening, but Tues-
day afternoon Ethel had come out going for a short ride, and
had invited him to go with her. He accepted the invitation
and at his suggestion they went in his automobile, not on
horseback. After running along for a few miles, the restraint
that had been holding them both back broke, and he asked
laughingly, "Well, how do you like married life?"

Laughingly she replied
: "Oh, not so much as I expected •
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you see, there are so many more things to be careful about.

You can't smile at a man any more, although you mean noth-

ing; it is promptly whispered that you're a flirt. But tell me

about yourself."

He did so
;
going over his route again with her, and telling

her of his experiences, mostly humorous and entertaining.

Thus they talked on, passing the afternoon away, until cir-

cling around they again began to approach Mrs. Payton s

home It was getting late and already the evening stars could

be seen shining dimly above them. They were running smooth-

ly along the macadam highway when suddenly in the glare

of his lamps at a bridge a few hundred yards in front he saw

men waving their hands.

"What's the matter?" hollered Lewis to them, as he brought

his machine to a standstill a few feet away. Then he learned

that the bridge had fallen in and only a plank walk remained

over it The nearest other bridge was on the road they had

just come, which meant that to get back they must go back

their entire route. It was now dark, and that would put them

pretty late. Ethel, however, who had heard the conversation,

suggested that as Mrs. Payton's was only about a fifteen min-

utes' walk, that they leave the machine and walk home, lo-

morrow the bridge would be fixed and they could come back

and get the machine. That seemed the most plausible thing

to do, and the two set out together. Lewis felt a thrill run

over his body as she leaned heavily upon his arm m going

across the narrow plank-way across the stream, and his voice

was strangely hoarse as he whispered to her, "This reminds

me of olden days." They had only gone a little piece when

Ethel gave a sharp cry and sank down. She had sprained her

ankle badly by stepping in a small gulley, and it made it diffi-

cult to walk. In fact, she couldn't by herself, and therefore

Lewis found himself alone with his old sweetheart, his arm

about her, helping her to the house. They talked of o den

times and both became more and more quiet. At length they

reached the house, where they told of their mishap. Mrs.

Payton insisted upon sending Ethel immediately to her

room to rest, and made much more over the sprained ankle
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than was necessary. The rest of the evening wore off rapidly,
but somewhat unquietly for Lewis. He couldn't but think of
the light that gleamed in her eyes with a strange reminiscence
as they talked of the old times, and when he told her that he
had never forgotten their parting embrace, she answered
neither had she. This reverie went on for a while, but sud-
denly he checked himself—it wasn't honorable, and although
the husband was away, he was not going to take chances of
breaking up their happiness. But he felt the old love tugging
at his heart strings, and finally decided as a matter of safety
that tomorrow he'd plead business pressure and leave the party.
He regretted to do it, but for everybody's sake he determined
to go.

The next afternoon he was packing his suit case prepara-
tory for his departure—he had already informed his hostess-
when a maid brought him a note. He recognized the old
handwriting and tore it open quickly to read

:

Dear Lewis :—My aunt has just told me that you were
leaving this afternoon. Can't I see you once alone before
you go ? I will be in the little flower house near the garden
at four o'clock. Please don't disappoint your old,

Ethel.

It was only five minutes before time now, and quickly putting
on his coat he hurried out and in a leisurely manner strolled
to the flower house. Here he found her sitting on a bench
reading a book. As he entered she looked up and, motioning
him to sit beside her, began :

"Lewis, I am not going to mince words. You love me yet

;

your words, your looks told me that last night. You haven't
forgotten' me; but why was it you left home so suddenly with-
out ever letting me hear from you ? For several months you
hadn't seen me. Suddenly you came only to say good-bye;
then I never heard from you, even a line. Finally I per-
suaded myself that I could love Harold. I married him, hop-
ing that I'd never see you again ; for if I did I was afraid it

would happen just as it has. We have come together once
more only to love, but I am married and it's too late."
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"You forget one thing. I offered you my heart and love

many times before that last day ; each time you refused
;
you

relished the delights of pleasure too well to give them up at

my request. I left you. I tried to forget. I failed, but since

it has been so, I am ready to go once more and try to forget,

he answered, rising from his seat.

"Well, go ;
but, Lewis," she whispered softly, putting her

arms around his neck and looking longingly into his eyes,

"take me with you. It doesn't matter; let's go somewhere,

far away, and forget the present state of things and live to-

gether in some distant land. I trust all to you, I want you.

A slight noise was heard at the doorway, and, turning,

Lewis saw Harold Cosgrove standing in the doorway. Ethel

let her arms drop from him and sank on the bench, white

and pale with consternation. For a few minutes neither spoke,

then Cosgrove began slowly

:

"Lewis we fought once to decide who'd win the lady
;
I am

ready to fight to keep her. You have wronged me and I de-

mand reparation. This time our duel will be real. If you had

not lulled me to rest, but had been tempted here, I could ex-

cuse you; but you have played upon my wife's feelings and

cruelly attempted to break the happiness of our home There-

fore we will settle the matter now for all. Come, let us go

to the shooting range-you stand at one side I at the other ;

we will fire at a given signal and trust that only one of us will

be hit The living one will then be left alone with the lady,

not for one year, but for life. Follow me," he ended, leading

^HwIsTeached into his pocket, re-read the note that Ethel

had sent him, and pondered. All he had to do was show he

note and prove that it was she, not he, that had caused the

meeting, and there'd be no fight. But for her, divorce, a public

scandal
: and then, he couldn't marry her, he didn't want to.

So why' -t let them go on-he, ignorant of the unfaithfulness

of his wife; she, after his death, having no cause for unfarfh-

fulness. Then, as to himself, Lewis reasoned his life d dn t

stand much show of great success, and he might as well die

game He took the note giving the only evidence of her guilt
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An Easter Hymn
(warren ariail, '16.)

'

Tis mo™, see you the glorious sun
Hath his eternal work begun;
The day approaches in the east,
The day approaches in the west.

Behold that solemn sepulchre
In which the Savior Jesus lay.

'Tis opened wide, and, lo!

The stone is rolled away
He is risen from the dead; He is risen from the dead.

Come see the place where Jesus lay
He is not there, He's gone away.
See still His linen clotheW are there,
The cover from about His hair.
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He is risen, He is risen.

>Tis the Resurrection day,

The third morning. Behold!

The stone is rolled away.

He is risen from the dead; He is risen from the dead.

He is risen, shout hosannah,

Christ is risen! 'Tis our banner.

Let all the world sing praises high,

For He hath gone into the sky

From this world of wicked sin

To prepare for us all a place.

Be contented, He lives

Forever in time's space.

He is risen from the dead; He is risen from the dead.
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the world's political factors, but, as we will make plain later

afFairf
d6Viated ^ traditional conduct of foreign'

In England, Germany and other continental countries there
are writers galore who contribute article upon article dealing
with international statesmanship and the conduct of their gov-
ernment, but in the United States this is lacking, for the
simple reason that, up to recent years, little attention has

,,

ee" Pa
l

d to foreiSn P°litics
- But, with the acquisition of

the Philippine Islands, making our government an Asiatic
power at the time when it seemed apparent that China was
to be partitioned, and with the annexation of the Hawaiian
islands and Samoa, making us at the same time a Pacific
power, we have taken a great deal more interest in interna-
.onal relations

;
still careful, however, not to leave our wellknown pohcy of refusing to interfere or take part in affairs

purely European. Our representatives at The Hague and at
he Algeciras Conference explicitly made the reservations that
he participation of the United States in these events was not
to be translated as in any way an abrogation of the principles
of the Monroe Doctrine. But in recent years European writ-
ers have discussed the position of the United States in the
event of a universal European war, and have speculated
whether or not we would be drawn into it. Articles have ap-
peared, reprinted or originally published in this country, giving
reasons why we should support England, or Germany, in case
there was a war between these two powers. In this connection
interesting reading ought to be afforded by a general discus-
sion of the foreign policy of the United States, which we shall
endeavor to g>ve. For this article, however, the scope willbe limited to a consideration of the Monroe Doctrine and its
ettect upon our policy.

We pass over unnoticed the early incidents of our national
history, which, although interesting and at the same time im-

ZT p
"° d

!

reC
l
b6aring Up0n our conduct of affairsH .

F°r
c
examPle

>
the momentous decision as to whether

the United States should aid France in the general Europeanwar that followed the Revolution in returner aid given u"



during the Revolution and many other incidents and happen-

ings prior to the year 1823, for here our foreign policy, v.ewed

constructively, may be said to have begun. Up to this .;me rt

had been a policy of negatives; after this time it was to be

positive, vigorous and even partially aggressive This was

the year in which President Monroe, assisted by John Quincy

Adams, enunciated what is now called the "Monroe Doctrine.

Let us consider it. . f

In 1808, during the Napoleonic wars, the Bourbon king of

Spain was overthrown, but the Spanish colonies m Central

and South America refused allegiance to the usurping French-

man. Brazil even became, in the case of Potugal the refuge

of the royal family. In 1814, with the restoration of the Span-

ish Bourbon, the colonies returned to their nominal obedience

but having tasted the liberty which had been theirs for several

years, they did not take evenly to the old regulations which

were once more imposed upon them. In 1820 a revolt in Spam

unseated the Spanish sovereign, who, however, was replaced

npon the throne by the Holy Alliance, founded under the lead-

ing genius of Metternich in 1815 to prevent the spread of liberal

id!as and principles. Having been restored, the king proposed

joint European action in putting down the revolting Spanish

colonies, as they menaced the principles of hereditary succes-

sion. This was under consideration in 1823. fu* «t.°n,

however, would be extremely distasteful to the United State

for seve al reasons: we had been enjoying a freer commercial

nte course with the new governments, which by , 822 had been

set up in every Spanish colony, than we had during their

oonll dependency upon Spain; secondly we sympattiized

with the principles and spirit of liberty which the newly formed

Republics seemed to represent; and lastly, the American peopl

entertained what Hart calls in his "Formation of the Union

an unreasonable fear thatthe United States would be invaded

by the European troops sent to quell the revolted colonies In

addition to these aspects of the question Russia had just^for-

bidden by an imperial ukase the trading of

Alaska and was suspected of having designs upon Cahforn a.

England Lving made known its opposition to the
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that we had ^gated the Monroe DoctrineSuch however, is not the case. As Latane* points out thedoctrine had no thought whatever of the Far East i w
est. China the Philippines, Japan and Asia furnish an entireeparate sphere of influence which was not regarded at
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During President Roosevelt's term of office there arose what

tr ne 7t h . T ° f the Mo"™ doc-trine It has to do chiefly with the forcible collection of debts
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*J. H. Latane, "America as a World Power."
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occupation of her territory, which would lead to a weakening

of the Monroe Doctrine's power. Therefore, in 1904, a dif-

ferent policy was pursued in the case of Santo Domingo, which

found itself bankrupt with large European claims. The powers

of Europe declared that unless the United States assumed

control of the finances of the little republic and guaranteed fair

treatment, they would be compelled to do so. The Senate at

first refused to acquiesce . with the scheme, and Theodore

Roosevelt, as a private individual, named a collector to take

charge of the funds of the country, which was later given

legal status by the Senate.

This policy of the government has not been genera ly ac-

cepted by the American people. Using our navy as a collecting

agency would lead European bankers to purchase outstanding

claims against weak American republics and, by exerting

pressure on Washington through their governments, force us

to collect them. In a great many instances the claims made

are over-estimated, unfounded, or are of a nature that does

not justify forcible collection by one government from an-

other International financial complications arise out of three

sets of claims: (1) Claims by the citizens of foreign govern-

ments for false imprisonment, injury to person, whether caused

by government authorites or its neglect to afford proper pro-

tection, mob violence, and the like. In such cases when legal

remedy is withheld, it is the duty of a State to aid its citizens

in securing justice. (2) Those arising from the destruction

of property by rebellion or for military purposes, forced loans

for the government, seizure of property under condemnation

proceedings, etc. In these cases aliens are entitled to no more

protection than native citizens. (3) What are known as pe-

cuniary claims, i. e., breach of contract, failure of government

to pay guaranteed interest on bonds, contracts for furnishing

mifitary supplies, and others similar. This third class of

claims is not regarded by England and the United States

(there may be others also) as causes for international action.

These governments will interpose their good agenc.es for their

citizens and request a settlement, but should the government

addressed deny the validity of the claim, the matter stops. In
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the case against Venezuela, just mentioned, approximately
$38,120,000 were cla.med by the foreign powers, only $7680-
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ese fi§ures are only roughly correct; yetfrom them we see that justice is not altogether lacking in thesmaller governments who resist the efforts of the larger na-tions to collect them. This abuse has led a leading SouthAmerican diplomat, Drago, to formulate what is calledDrago s Doctrine," that no state has the right to resort toforce to collect these pecuniary claims
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pated at the present time, and a few weeks ago seemed less
avoidable than ever. The South American republics, especial vChile, Argentina, and Brazil, each of which has a navy con-
sisting of several modern battleships and other warships andwhich maintain standing armies of from 2o,ooo to 30,000,' feela slight resentment towards the Monroe Doctrine. As Brvce
declares in his recent "Observations and Impressions" con-cerning South America, the policy was gratefully receivedwhen needed, but now, since it is considered unnecessary heylook upon it with disfavor. The South American peoples arequick to resent anything that appears to be in any w^y shghf ng
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to their national dignity, whether intended or not. They look

upon the United States with a balance of affection and sus-

picion. They realize the value of our government in aiding

peaceful relations among the various republics and in settling

questions that threaten war among them, but at the same time

they have never gotten over the distrust caused by the war with

Mexico and the acquisition of Texas and California. The way

we took the Panama Zone from Colomba is held against us,

and our entirely correct procedure in twice abandoning Cuba

after prolonged occupation cannot quiet the feeling. As for

European dangers, Bryce says, "Those powers do not try to

annex South American territories and have no cause of quarrel

except when their subjects complain of debts and injuries

neglected."

However, the Monroe Doctrine is still needed today for the

protection of South American States, the Venezuelan boundary

question furnishing proof enough. The southern part of

Argentina is almost entirely populated by German emigrants,

who govern themselves with little attention paid to the central

government, and who could easily assert their independence if

aided in the slightest by the German government. This brings

us naturally to a consideration of the status of the Monroe

Doctrine in Europe. It has never been recognized as an inter-

national obligation by any European power, although prac-

tically admitted on two occasions. In the Venezuelan boundary

controversy Secretary Olney cited the Monroe doctrine as

basis for United States action in part, whereupon the British

government called attention to the fact that it had never been

recognized definitely as a part of international law, and denied

its application to the question in hand. Secretary Olney replied

that American non-intervention in European affairs implied

European non-intervention in affairs purely Amercan. The

British submission to the American insistence upon arbitration

was to all purposes a more or less acknowledgment of the doc-

trine The other recognition was in 1901, when the German

ambassador at Washington, in informing our government of

the intention of the German nation to use force m collecting

dues from Venezuela, he declared that the German govern-
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return, and that usually resentment, not gratification. It has

been suggested that we form an agreement with Chile, Brazil,

Argentina and possibly Mexico to support this common doc-

trine which up to this time we have borne alone. To us this

proposition seems logical and fair. We do not advocate by

any means entering an offensive and defensive alliance, but

merely a recognition of the cardinal facts in regard to the

American continents, and agree to defend them. This would

add military and naval power to the existing doctrine and at

the same time remove any charge of domination that can now

be brought against us. We would scarcely ever need South

American aid on the northern continent, but in case of compli-

cations in the south, either through Germany or Japan (both

of which have been mentioned as possible dangers), having

allies on the continent with a combined army as large as ours

and a respectable navy would be of immense value. Having

adopted the Monroe Doctrine as a part of our policy, we be-

come bound to all its obligations, and these may, as the future

unfolds, take new shapes and consequences; therefore, it is

our duty to prepare to maintain it as long as it is needed and

is just.
H
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From Catullus

Volusian Annals^ wretched sheets,

Discharge a vow for Lesbia sweet:

For she has vowed by Venus' child,

If I to her be reconciled,

And cease to write satiric verse—
Than which no poem e'er was worse—

That she the limping verses would

Condemn to burn with luckless wood.

And this the maiden, with a nod,

Was seen to vow by all the gods.

0 Venus, born amidst the foam,

Who dwell'st in your Idalian home;

In Cnidus, where the reeds abound;

In Amathunta, seaport town;
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And Golgos, too, your oldest shrine-
Discharge this vow for Lesbia mine,
Unless it be considered rude.
But come, Volusian verse, indued
With boorish wit, into the flame
And perish e'en the author's name I

D. L. E, '13.

o

The Inventions of Dr. Schneider
Very seldom does it come to the lot of a young man to

figure m the development of an invention of world-wide sig-
nificance, yet such was my good fortune. I must acknowledgem the beginning of this narrative that personally I did little
more than an assistant, and frankly say that the marvelous
remed.es which I shall describe were due to the energy and
wisdom of Dr. James Schneider, a very dear friend of mine
Dr. Schneider is an eminent German physician, and has busied
himself much in the study of physiological psychology.
Of course, it is evident to you that the secrets of this dis-

covery have not yet been made public; in fact, my friend has
not even made mention of it to the government. So you will
have to pardon my seeming reticence to supply details, but youmust remember that the future welfare of the dear doctor
depends on the secrecy of his invention. Therefore, I shall
have to be exceedingly circumspect in dealing with it for noman besides myself knows of the valuable discovery that the
doctor has made, and I would indeed be mortified to learn
that through my carelessness the secret of my learned friend
got out. I do not thoroughly understand the workings of thenew machine myself, but I will tell you as much as I can
from his study of psychology and his thinking of it in hisown peculiar and inimitable way, he determined, contrary to

the thoughts of most eminent men, that the body really influ-
enced the mental power. Hence, he decided, with an unparaU
leled exhibition of supreme reasoning that his medical effort
would be used in an attempt to solve the mystery of human
environment. Thus did this great and noble man calmly set
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out on the road of great discoveries, which in time to come

shall make his name the shrine at which all human happiness

shall worship.

Taking the body of a normal, but dead man, my amiable

friend charted out the entire nerve system, and in his line of

endeavor he attempted to discover some means by which arti-

ficial growth of the nerves might be brought about. In so doing

he thought he might discover a cure for the hundreds of

nervous wrecks whose lives are made miserable by a run-down

nervous system. But, while in the midst of this work, the

dear old doctor came upon a most remarkable truth in an

entirely unexpected manner. He had been using a certain

strangely colored gleam of light to examine the nerves of the

body, and he had also around him a small bottle full of a

transparent viscous fluid, which he had taken from the body

of a man who had passed away from the ravaging effects of a

nerve disease. By some unexplainable accident this bottle

was so placed that the beam of light passed through it before

touching the body of the dead man.

Examining the body later, the doctor made an astounding

discovery—the gleaming light had eaten away every nerve

with which it had come in contact ! This might not have at-

tracted the attention of a less scientific man than my friend,

but instantly he grapsed the tremendous possibilities of his

discovery. However, he was not satisfied in handing out thus

to the world an imperfect and useless truth. He immediately

began a series of experiments on small animals, and found

that it was entirely true. The new ray would eat away the

entire nervous system if directed upon it. But the area of

the body exposed, although very small, was a thousand times

too large when we consider the vast number of nerves that

are exposed in any small section of the body. So the doctor

set himself to the second and greater task, which was to dis-

cover some means of directing these new rays, for well he

knew that unless these corruscating rays were limited in their

influence to a single nerve cell or root, that there could be

nothing practical in the invention, and above all things the

doctor wanted his invention to be of use to mankind.
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One mght he called me in and, with great exultation, ex-plained to me that he had a machine which would direct aminute, mfinitestimal point of the new ray so that it would
afreet a single nerve. I ventured to look through the mouth-P.ce where the rays left the machine, but with my nak'd eyeI could see no aperture. Even placing a black, cardboard
directly m.front of the rays, I could not see any light on it, buthe good doctor assured me that it was there However thetroubles of the doctor had just begun.

Ho understand the working of his machine further it isnecessary to know something of the peculiar theory which myfriend the doctor held. He claimed that each nerve was hecenter of some kind of motor-stimulant, and that the nerves ofthe body determmed, by their excitation, the actions of thebrain. Consequently he had already listed and named manyof the most apparent nerves. Some he called passion-nerves
others thought-nerves, etc., ad infinitum. His idea was tha^if a man had a passion for anything, there was a special nerve
responsible for it and that if that nerve could be eaten awaythe passion would disappear. This was true of all human
experiences he held, and he maintained that after he hadcompleted classifying the human system he would be able toprevent any line of action in any person, or any line of thoughtby simply directing his new ray on the nerve-cell responsible'

You may wonder how the doctor found out all this For

IZ VVi1
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eXpl3in aS best 1 can methods pur- ,sued by the good old man in discovering the functions of thevarious nerves Taking a low order of animal, he began his
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result of Tfi

******* whenever he found outthe result of the loss of a certain nerve in it, he applied thatknowledge to a higher animal, and so successively until hecame to man. By this method he had succeeded ^determin-ing the duties and properties of many of the human nervesbut of course the large number of them he knew nothing ofThis was due m part to the fact that human beings were tooprecious to experiment on, and also to the natural disinclina-
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tion of the doctor to risk the happiness of a patient by a bung-

ling search for new truths.

I will give you a few of his remarkable exploits with dogs.

He soon developed the fact that he could influence the appetite

of a certain spaniel by directing certain rays on the nerves in

and around the stomach. Most of his work, however, was

done around the brain or along the spinal cord, because if he

ventured very far away from these spots he was soon lost in

the multiplicity of cells and roots. Once a mad dog was found

by him, and he began comparing his nerves with those of a

normal dog of the same breed. Having satisfied himself that

the disturbance was due to a certain cluster of twisted nerves,

he took his machine and burnt out those parts This how-

ever had no effect on the dog apparently, and the good doctor

was almost discouraged. However, he now took up a theory

that there was a hydrophobic center somewhere deranged that

was connected with the brain. He soon located what he took

to be the center, and by burning away the connection with the

brain he cured the affected brain. But his first mistake had

been a serious one, for he had cut out the nerves essential to

the movement of the dog. To the casual observer the dog ap-

peared normal, but as he could not move we had to shootitam.

Many other similar experiments were conducted by the doctor,

who studied this feature for months and months before at-

tempting any human case.
. ,

Finally becoming convinced that his invention was one that

could be of marked value to the world, he began to take on

human cases. He was very cautious not to let the patient know

what he was doing, because he was afraid and rightly tha

they would refuse to be tampered with. His first case was

hat of a young lad who had marked predilections to the most

outrageous cases of petty meanness. By a careful study Dr.

Schneider became convinced of the trouble, and by comparison

with well behaved boys he found that certain nerves al over the

mZy's body were wrongly connected. He then took his ma-

chine and by a series of careful treatments cut apart all the

wrong connections, and with the result that the boy has been

well-behaved ever since.



31

Now the doctor made another step in the development ofhis theory, and explained that the different motives whichmove men could be made the same in each man if the samenerves were joined together. He said that often one brotherwas cheerful and the other of a morose disposition; one sister
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wastf' h Va'd develoPment of * cheerful dispositionwas of a higher nature than that of the brooding brotherwhose nerves had simply failed to connect, and had therefore
left him in the state of mind of his brooding animal ancestry

Hence, about two months later, the doctor made a mostgrievous mistake. A young lady who was troubled with acertain nervousness came to him for treatment. She was knownas a splendid woman, and her disposition, according to the
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Finally I carried the unfortunate woman to her home and
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explained as best I could her sad condition. I don't know

what I said, but I must have promised them something, for

they kept asking the doctor when was he going to finish the

treatment of their daughter. By this time, however, the doc-

tor had busied himself with new experiments and seemed on

the verge of a new discovery. Imagine my joy when he told

me that he had perfected, he thought, the means by which the

lady might be cured. He said that he had reasoned out the

matter, and was determined that if the fluid from a diseased

man could so affect other nerves, the fluid from a well man

ought to re-strengthen them. So he had taken from his own

body the necessary fluid, although he would not tell me from

where it came, and that he was confident that his reasoning

was correct. After several preliminary experiments, we be-

came convinced that this was so. The same machine was used,

only the light passed through a different liquid, and whenever

it struck two nerve ends that were disconnected it caused them

to attract each other, and hence join.

With a proud heart I sought the young lady and, after much

arguing, I persuaded the irate father to allow Dr. Schneider

to treat her again. He did, but, coming along with me, he

threatened many kinds of death if his dear daughter was

harmed any more. I pacified him with all my power, assuring

him that the doctor would restore his daughter to her original

disposition. This the doctor did, and immediately upon the

conclusion of this case I begged and received permission to

write the account of his remarkable invention, so that the

hungering and nerve-suffering world might rest in peace. The

doctor intends to devote some time to the further study of

the human system before commercializing his discovery.

H. S. S.

o

At Last

'tis done : Life's voyage passed,

The Haven's reached at last;

The billows' noisy roar

Will frighten us no more.
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The final chorus played,

The harper's hand is stayed;
The strains no longer rise,

The echo lingers—dies!

At last : the game is played
The final move is made:
The pazwu—the last point scored—
Are swept from off the board.

'Tis done
: We've played the part,

And from the stage depart;
Pronounce the "Exeunt all,"

And let the curtains fall!

D. L. E., '13.
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The Hare and the Tortoise

(C. E. EDWARDS, '13.)
From the beginnings of literature we have read the Fable
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At first thought, in these days of business and active toil,

it seems that the Plodder is he who attains to success. True,

it is upon the Plodder that our great Industrial Syterns, of

which we are so proud, are based ; but it took the Dreamer to

plan out the system and the Plodder is but the clay in the hands

of the Master Craftsman. The Plodder is the man who does

what he sees as his duty; he lives according to the same fixed

rules of life—follows the same old routine of daily existence,

and is satisfied merely by these. He seeks not the extraordinary

things of this world ; his eyes are always on the path just in

front of his feet ; never raised to that which lies beyond. We
realize that his is the hand that feeds and clothes us, but it is

"the stuff of which dreams are made of that makes our life

worth living."

To the Dreamer is due the Advance of Civilization, not the

Plodder. The Plodder was content to plant his corn and till

it with the same crooked stick which his father before him had

used ; the Dreamer it was who produced the plow of iron. The

Plodder regarded his wife chiefly as a beast of burden
;
the

Dreamer snared the horse and taught him to do his bidding.

The Plodder was satisfied to soak his food in water to soften

it; the Dreamer invented the mill. The Plodder contended in

vain against the beast of the field with a club and a stone
;
but

the Dreamer utilized the bow and the sling to fight his battles,

and the Dreamer became the Master of beasts. And so it has

been from time immemorial, the Dreamer leads the van of

civilization; the Plodder treads out his weary way over the

path marked out by the feet of the Dreamer.

We read of great conquests ; the Plodder was but part of

the mechanism directed by the mastermind of the Dreamer.

Philip of Macedon dreamed of his phalanx, by which he con-

quered all who opposed him ; and his son, Alexander the Great,

another Dreamer, foresaw conquests and, using the phalanx,

the dream-child of his father, he conquered the world. The

Plodder was merely the tool by which he gained his end. So,

as we come down the annals of time, it is the Dreamer who

conquers. The Dreamer blazes the trail which the Plodder

blindly follows. The Dreamer it is who gives us our litera-
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ture, our art, all our things of beauty and utility. No Plod-
der s hand wrote the Illiad of Homer; Phidias' statue of Olym-

t™
8 Sh3ped by n° Pl0dder

>- sure'y he who painted
the Mona Lisa trod not the beaten path with unlifted eyes, but
fashioned out his own path to glory and fame
A boy saw the lid of the tea kettle rise under the influence

of steam, and he dreamed of the steam engine; a product of
his brain it is that today, over pathways of steel, annihilates
time and space. The Plodder would have reasoned that the lid
rose because it always did so when the kettle got hot enough-
but ,t took the eye of a Dreamer to comprehend the possibil-
ities of that force which raised the lid of the kettle.

It is because a Dreamer lived and dreamed that we can hear
and speak to our friend even as though he were present, al-
though many miles separate us. It is in the fulfillment of thedreams of Thomas Edison that our homes at night vie with the
sunlight in brightness.

Thus goes the world; the Plodder keeps in the same beaten
track, lives the same old life, and is content-but always does
civilization advance, upborne on the wings of the Dreamer's
dreams.

Alma Mater

(D. L. EDWARDS, '13.)

Gather boys, the toast is offered —
It's to Wofford!

Ere we leave this campus green,
And these tall, majestic towers,

Let us pledge, with brimming glasses,
Alma Mater—she h oust

Drink to Wofford!

Matchless are the gifts we're offered
By Old Wofford.

Years will come, but they can't change her,
Even when with age we're hoary;

Thro' the years her fame will glisten,
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And untarnished be her glory—
Grand Old Wofford!

We've the fastest colors floating,

Gold and Black!

They will wave us out of danger—
Bright, resplendent, brilliant ever,

Waving till the foe is vanquished;

Then it's
((Gold and Black forever!"

Gold and Black!

They will wave us on to vict'ry,

These our colors!

We will have them gaily floating

As we march upon the field;

We will heed our final mandate,

"Come back on or with your shields!''

Hail, our colors!

Than all others she is greater-

Alma Mater!

To her we would yield the credit,

Could we mount the heights of fame;

But should stigma be our portion,

We would bear it—do not blame

Alma Mater!

Au revoir, O Alma Mater!

Alma Mater!

Tho' your campus, we are leaving,

Tho' we'll hear your bell no longer;

Yet at heart we're ever present,

And our love will grow the stronger,

Alma Mater!
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The Mystery of the Sphinx
One* of the greatest and most remarkable discoveries ever

made in archaeology, that the head of the Sphinx is the ante-
chamber of a great series of temples, has just been reported by
rrot. Cj. A. Reisner, of Harvard University.
A depression had previously been observed in the top of the

head of the Sphinx, but Professor Reisner was the first manwho realized what this might lead to. In 1835 this depres-
sion led Colonel Vyke and Mr. Perring to try boring rods at
the shoulders of the Sphinx. The rods broke at twenty-seven
feet, and the broken rod still remains there.
After carefully examining this depression, Professor Reisner

dug at the caked sand with hand and knife and found that it
yielded to his eager fingers. He next secured the right from
the Egyptian government to excavate the Sphinx itself, and
then his great task really began, for it is most difficult to secure
workmen who will labor at this great genius of the desert. But
finally, by bribery, he hired a few of the least superstitious
and then the task of excavating the great monster began
After clearing away the sand and blocks at the opening the

explorer found himself in a chamber fourteen feet wide' and
sixty feet long. From this temple he found a tunnel running
down the neck into another temple, which occupied the entire
body of the monster. The head, to judge from the descrip-
tion sent out by Professor Reisner, must have been the "holy
of holies" of the greater temple below.

Besides the temple, there are many other things which fill
the body of the Sphinx, for tunnels lead off in various direc-
tions to other subterranean temples and tombs, which holdmany of the secrets of ancient Egypt. Here, for instance,
according to the reports, must be the tomb of Menes, the first
historical Pharoah or king of Egypt.

If this be his tomb, it must have been constructed by Menes
himself, and that would carry back its data some six thousand
years or more, which proves that the Sphinx is the oldest
monument in Egypt. The announcement that the real tomb
*From Pof. C. H. Levy in New York American.
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of Menes has been found in the body of the Sphinx will arouse

great interest among archaeologists, for it is only a few years

since the announcement was made that the real tomb of Menes

had been discovered near Nagadeh. Many doubted the correct-

ness of the identification of this tomb, as the body of the great

king was never found.

The bones of the slaves sacrificed to the gods when the

funeral rites were celebrated, together with jewels, cakes,

dates and many offerings, are in the adjoining chambers. Here,

too, will be found wonderful tablets of ivory and bone, on

which are cut scenes representing the deification of the great

king and his many exploits. These, the oldest relics of historic

Egypt, are now to be brought to light. Here for many ages

all of these treasures and relics have been kept, untouched by

destroying time or by the vandal hand of man. So now the

people of the twentieth century are finding out the mysteries

of the ancient priests of Egypt and how their mighty monu-

ments were built.

The explorer has already encountered one of the great

mechanical devices of the ancient priests, for he has found

an enormous lever, by which thousands of tons of rock were

once moved by the pressure of a child's hand. But the con-

nection has been removed and there is no machinery of today

that can budge the lever. So we, in order to reach the interior

and ascertain what treasures lie behind it, must bore through

this gigantic stone door, weighing no one knows how many

tons. Probably this covers the royal treasury, and when we

get through the door we may look upon untold treasures and

remains of that remote civilization which interests the learned

world more than any other. Since the secret of the Sphinx

was forgotten this huge lever has not been moved. Now, by

driving the superstitious workmen and compelling them to dig

with pick and shovel, the American excavator will at last, we

hope, find the key to so many of the priestly mysteries con-

cealed here in the Sphinx temple. ,

The temple is of great size, extending even below the body

of the Sphinx itself, and is filled with columns adorned with

gold and figures of the gods and engraved in ancient figures.
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There is yet an enormous field for exploration, as there are
also in this temple the tombs of the other kings of the Menes
dynasty. And also Professor Reisner thinks that one of the
tunnels running from this temple leads to a great subterranean
city, which probably was once inhabited, but has been buried
in the sand so long as to be entirely forgotten.
The entrance to the temple was originally from below, so

that priests or worshipers had to ascend an inclined plane to
reach the temple proper. In the colonaded hall all the col-
umns are worked out in imitation of spreading palms, and
the brilliancy of the bright and glistening gold brought every
worshiper to his knees in honor of the sun god, master of all.

This must have been the most sacred and most secure of all
the temples of Menes, and no one can begin to estimate the
possible wealth of the hidden archives which may now be
brought to light. Here it ought to be possible to learn who
were the rulers before the time of Menes, or at least how the
people were governed. So the full reports of the discoveries
within the Sphinx will be awaited eagerly by all who wish to
understand the beginning of civilization in Egypt. The arts
of the time of Menes are built upon a long course of develop-
ment, and we may now learn for the first time some explana-
tion of life as it was lived in the seventh millenium. But how
much progress had reached Egypt at this early date we will not
know until these ancient records are deciphered.
The full records of Professor Reisner's excavations will be

given to the world as soon as they can be put in shape, and wem the meantime may stand on tiptoe with expectation, knowing
that no small revelations can come from the interior of the
Sphmx

' H. L. C, '15.
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We hope Mexico is at last becoming

Mexican Unrest pacified. For several years it has been

in a more or less turmoil of internal

dissensions. MaderO overcame Diaz, who had ruled the re-

public with an iron hand for a score of years, but he too has

been overthrown. Huerta rules today. An election in the

near future is to decide whether young Diaz, nephew of the

former Dictator, De la Barra, or young Reyes, will become

the permanent president.

The most fortunate thing that can happen to Mexico at the

present time is a resume of strict authority, such as was exer-

cised by the elder Diaz. True, personal liberty received slight
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attention at his hands, but at the same time order and peace
prevailed over the entire country, foreigners traveled the
width of the nation without fear, and thus secure from inter-
nal rebillions Mexico was setting an imposing example for the
nearby Central American republics. She was becoming a
power for peace and progress in American republics.

But, tired with the autocracy of Diazism, and over-optimis-
• tic of the ability of their fellow citizens to conduct orderly self-
government, loyal Mexicans raised forces against the old
president, and after a slight war he resigned and left the coun-
try. Here, after De la Barra's provisional presidency, Madero
was elected by the people. He remained in office a few years

;

and today, lies buried after a successful revolt had completed
his downfall. His only fault, as far as we can see, had been
appointing many of his relatives to office, but on the whole he
appeared liberal and politic.

The Mexican people will elect another president soon; we
hope they will elect a strong-willed, energetic ruler, who will
give peace to the country, by a military rule i£ necessary.
Militarism such as exercised by Diaz is a marked improve-
ment over the disorders of the past three years. Many times
it has threatened to involve this country, and on two occasions
have the danger become so urgent as to cause the mobilization
of troops in Texas.

Still, it would benefit our government nothing to intervene.
European governments are loud for us to protect foreign capi-
tal, because they thus interpret the Monroe Doctrine. Our-
selves, we too interpret the Monroe Doctrine that way, but
should it become necessary for intervention to protect foreign
life and property, our department of state should use the op-
portunity to make the nations of Europe recognize the Monroe
Doctrine more formally than hitherto.

To intervene in Mexico would cost millions of dollars, great
loss of life, and then what ? A more perplexing question would
be on our hands to solve. If, like Cuba, it still was unable to
govern itself, we would have more interventions, and inter-
ventions in Mexico are too serious to enter upon lightly. The
best wish of American patriots is to hope that Mexico will
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take care of herself, without our being drawn into any com-

plications whatever.

In a few weeks a Democratic Con-

Beware of Traitors gress will meet in special session, called

by a Democratic President, to redeem

the campaign promises of the party. For the second time since

the war this party assumes entire control of the government.

They hold it, however, only as a trust, and how long they hold

it depends upon how well they discharge their obligations to

that trust. It is the crucial test of the party ; will it remain the

progressive organization of the United States, or whether, be-

trayed by conservatives in its ranks, will it fail to maintain

that leadership? Three parties will not last in America; there

will be a liberal one and a conservative one. If the Democratic

rank and file follow faithfully the efforts of their progressive

leaders, the new progressive party created last summer will

vanish ; but if Wilson, Bryan, and other progressives are not

supported, the progressives will be forced out of the party. At

the present time, however, we are glad to note that the pro-

gressive policies are triumphant in the Democratic party, and

the conservative element is the one more liable to leave.

There will be many changes made by the new administra-

tion, but chiefly two : laws concerning big business, including

financial and trust regulation and tariff reduction. On the first

question the Democrats are agreed—consolidation has gone

too far, individual equality of opportunity has been destroyed.

On the second topic they also agree theoretically—all recog-

nize the iniquities of the tariff system, but there will be some

who, frightened at the howl of local interests, will endeavor to

retain some protective feature for their benefit. Any con-

gressman, or other public man, who breaks his pledge should

be defeated for re-election.

South Carolina may furnish some of these—we hope not

—

yet we recall that a few years ago we furnished several con-

gressmen who voted for protection on lumber in the face of a

plank in the party platform (upon which they were elected)

that declared expressly in favor of free lumber. While a State
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was sending representatives to Washington merely as one of a
minority, helpless under the rules and regulations of "Uncle
Joe," it was apt to get in the habit of paying little attention to
their actions; but now the Democratic party governs this
country, at least as far as responsibility for its laws goes, and
every Democratic State should see to it that her representatives
keep a proper standard.

It will be many years before this State will ever again as-
sume such an important position in the Union as she held dur-
ing the tariff discussion of 1820-32 and the period a little
previous, Calhoun, Hayne, Langdon Cheeves, William Lown-
des, the Pinckneys, etc., but we can furnish the best public
men we have and see that they remain faithful to their cam-
paign pledges.

The inauguration is over. Woodrow
An Example Wilson, Democrat, has superceded Wil-

liam H. Taft, Republican, as the di-
rector of our national destinies. As one sees the manner in
which the will of the people is carried out, even with all its
parade and celebration, he cannot but be impressed with
thoughtful admiration at its quiet simplicity. President Taft
welcomed President-elect Wilson to the White House; together
they rode to the capitol, where the former laid down the bur-
dens and honors to which he had been called by the American
people four years previous and in response to whose verdict he
saw them assumed by another. Having taken the oath of office
President Wilson rode back to the White House with ex-
President Taft, and in the midst of an admiring throng the
former President said good-bye to the White House and his
successor.

.

Seven million American voters saw the choice of six mil-
lions installed in authority, but everywhere good wishes came
for the new administration. Is this not a lesson for our
neighboring republics who find it hard to learn the even
smaller feat of minority submission to majority rule? When
we examine the policies of the two men the example set for
them is even more striking. President Taft believed that the
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interests of the country would be best served by encouraging

big business ; hence we saw dollar diplomacy and a high tariff.

President Wilson assumed office already having given signs in

New Jersey of his intentions of regulating the huge financial

corporations, pledged to destroy the protective tariff, and in

other ways diametrically opposed to his predecessor. Yet

without even the slightest disturbance the administrations

changed, arid with them the policies of the country.

Mexico, Cuba, and Central America, sit up and see how -the

greatest republic of all proceeds in its affairs. Not quite as

exciting and adventurous as revolution, but far better and safer.

We are nearing the end of the road,

Seniors of 1913 our destination is almost here. For four

years have we labored with the imper-

fect conception of the glories of a June day, when we would

receive our diplomas, full-fledged sons of Wofford. The road

has been long and at times weary ;
occasionally hidden behind

the clouds of temporary depression has been the goal toward

which we directed our footsteps, but at length we enter the

last phase of our journey. Another march and the triumph

is ours.

Commencement Monday, in the midst of relatives and

friends, we receive our diplomas, step down and out of Wof-

ford forever. Many of us will give the stone steps and im-

posing towers one last, lingering look of farewell, and then go

into the world, perhaps never to return. But our Alma Mater

will urge us into the battle of life, pointing to new ideals of

service, and we will have the assurance that whatever honor-

able success we attain in life will bring the flush of joy to our

classmates and other Wofford men ; and if, in the midst of the

world's press, we slip, forget the memories and associations

of the past, and fall, genuine sorrow will shadow the spirit

of our every classmate and sympathetic understandings will

stretch forth helping hands.

No matter what our differences were, no matter how stren-

uously we upheld them—we would not have been men if we

had not had them, we would not have been worthy of them
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if not sincere—we are still one, the common graduates of an
institution, inheriting from it an abundance of inspiration and
benefit, from whose high ideals may we never prove recreant.

Wofford students and the State gen-
For Governor erally are much interested in the an-

nouncement of Prof. Clinkscales that
he will "in all probability" be a candidate for Governor in
1914, having the chief plank of-his platform calling for com-
pulsory education. We know of nothing more needed by the
people of the State than a general shake-up in regard to edu-
cation, and the friends of compulsory education can well be
congratulated upon securing as their standard bearer a gen-
tleman as well known and as able as Prof. Clinkscales. Should
he win in the primary, as we hope he shall, not only will an
important principle be victorious, but also there will be one in
the Governor's chair who will add dignity and nobility to the
office. Should he lose, Prof. Clinkscales will have the satis-
faction of having started a movement which will in the end
be triumphant, and in doing this, he will be adding to his well
deserved title—an apostle of education.

The largest amount appropriated annually by Congress for
any one purpose is for pension funds, this year over one hun-
dred and sixty millions. We wonder how long it will be before
there will arrive congressmen who are strong-minded enough
and courageous enough to face the anger of those who are
being unjustly enriched and stop the waste of money. We do
not mean to object to pensioning bona fide soldiers of the re-
public, but to camp followers, three-month volunteers, widows
who married fast dying veterans to secure their pensions and
the like.

.

Somehow or other we can't approve of the Democratic de-
cision—at least as far as the House of Representatives goes—
to build only one battleship. We think economy ought to be
practiced, but by abandoning useless navy yards maintained by
congressional support

; reducing the size of the annual political
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pork barrel, by which various congressmen are enabled to point

to their efforts for the district
;
cleansing the pension roll, and

the like
;
surely not by cutting off any essential means of our

defense, the efficiency of which undoubtedly depends upon our

navy.

The apparent settlement between Great Britain and Ger-

many upon sixteen to ten as a proper naval proportion to be

observed by the two nations is a step forward towards dis-

armament. However, this agreement has not been officially

proclaimed; it is only surmised from the apparent cordial

relations between the two governments, as evidenced by

speeches of their ministers in public.
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Z. L. Madden, Editor.
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LYCEUM.
The best singing attraction of the Lyceum course, and at thesame time one of the best numbers that the Redpath LyceumCompany offers, was given Monday evening, March 3. The

Kellogg-Haines Singing Party is highly recommended by the
metropolitan press and has been pronounced all over the coun-
try as one of the best non-vaudeville attractions ever presented
After five years of constant lyceum and Chautauqua concerts'
this company has attained what may be termed perfection as'
a mixed quartet. The company presented a program of selec-
tions from the best known grand operas, light operas andfrom other musical literature. The party was composed of five
members including the pianist. The quartet was fine, being
composed of prominent singers of note in northern circles
The reading of the pianist added lightness to the occasion.'
Ihe program was divided into three parts, as follows-
Part 1—Miscellaneous.

Part 2—Songs of the Sixties.

Part 3—Selections from the Opera "Martha "

The last number will be filled by Judge Geo. D. Alden onMonday evening, March 17. His subject will be, "Wit andHumor ofthe Bench and Bar." Those who heard him last
year on The Powder and the Match" remember that it was
a fine lecture. He handled his subject with free-spoken lan-
guage and charmed his audience with subtle humor. Professor
Gamewell will greatly benefit the people of the city as well as
the students by giving them a chance to hear Judge Alden
again this year.

ORATORICAL CONTEST.
The preliminary oratorical contest February 22 was fully

up to the standard. Each speaker had an excellently written
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speech and delivered it in a highly creditable manner. The

presiding of J. T. Monroe was above the average. The even-

ing prayer was made by Rev. Herbert.

The judges, Dr. Pell, Hon. J. W. Nash, Rev. A. J. Cauthen,

Hon. Sanders and Rev. Pendleton, had some difficulty in se-

lecting the man for the first place. Their second ballot resulted

in three votes for Hyer and two for Wardlaw. Hyer had a

well written speech, and we believe he will stand a good

chance of winning the State oratorical medal.

GLEE CLUB.

The Glee Club will make an extended tour through the

eastern part of the State, stopping at a number of towns and

cities. Under the direction of Mrs. Otto Grasse, an interest-

ing program has been arranged. Ramseur has been selected

as reader. He is on his job and will add much to the club's

entertainments. The manager expects to give a performance

in the chapel about March 21.

CAMPUS NOTES.

The students find it very convenient to have the library open

every evening from 7:30 to 9:30 o'clock. Heretofore it has

been closed at 4:30 p. m., and as the boys were generally in

classes or had studying to do up until that time, it failed to

serve its purpose. Now, however, if a reference book or mag-

azine is needed, the library is open. We believe that the au-

thorities in charge will see the effect of this change.

The March examinations began this year on the sixth. They

have been hard, as usual, and we who are coming in sight of

our "dips" are doing some hard "boning." It would be fine if

this set were our last, but there looms up another stone wall

and we will be forced to climb it the first of June, "or else."

The literary societies of Furman have sent us a challenge

for an inter-collegiate debate, and they suggested the new fe-

male college at Anderson for a place to hold the debate. How-
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ever up until the time this goes to the press we have not
reached a decision in the matter.

The director of a brass band to Bill Plyler-Sir, please stop
singing for a few minutes. I want the people to hear the
music.

Fresh. Smith-What makes "Fatty" Dryer spend so many
mckles riding on the car ?

"Big Six" Morrison—Because he gets his money's worth.

The Girl's Mother-Mr. Cooley, have you been to tea?
"Bogus"—No, ma'am.
Mother—Come, we have just set the table.
"Bogus"—Well, I—I have been to supper, thank you.
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f EXCHANGE DEPARTMENT fw /ft

I /. G. Editor. I
$ /. P. Wharton, Assistant Editor.

Jj\

The most serious defect in the

Winthrop College
fhrop College journal is that it contains

Journal.
no poems. Surely in so large a student

body there is one poet. There are more possibilities in poetry

than in any other form of literature. One rare thought poet-

ically expressed will often redeem what would have otherwise

been a discreditable magazine.

But if there is a magazine on our table which can afford to

be without even an attempt at versification it is the Journal.

The material which it contains is all good. We like the quan-

tity and the quality. There are two short stories, both of which

deserve praise and neither of which are due any especially

harsh criticism. "Circumspect Peggy" is a story of real merit.

The characters are well drawn and act consistently. Even in

a short story many college authors make anomalies of their

characters, so when we find one which is always itself we are

prone to mention it. Peggy is finely drawn. We can see her

noW_that restless, versatile American girl. The plot of this

story is a little out of the ordinary. It carries us back to the

Revolutionary days and gives us a glimpse of American life

at that time. "The Casting of Bread Upon the Waters" is

also meritorious. This is more a story of conflicting emotions

than of action.
.

From the stories we pass to the essays. "Dr. J.
Marion-

Sims " a short sketch of the life of South Carolina's greatest

surgeon, holds the attention to the end. The author has a

pleasing style, and presents the facts of his life in a clear and

forceful way. "Napoleon as a Ruler" is an excellent treatise

on the Napoleonic statesmanship. It is clear and logical. We

are impressed with the fact that the writer knew what she

wanted to say and how she wanted to say it. There are no
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sentences or paragraphs which seem to want to apologize for
their presence, as if they felt out of place
We pass over the sketches, "Little John," "A September

Gale on the Mobile Bay" and the "Friendship of Horace and
Maecmas, with a mere mention. There is nothing about them
deserving criticism.

The strongest article in the Journal is the negative of the
debate, "Resolved, That We Should Have Woman's Suffrage "

We have looked in vain for a fault in either the structure or
expression. It is a forceful presentation of the reasons why
the ballot should not be extended to women. And yet if in
this debate before the Avery Society the negative won, its
victory was by no means an easy one, for woman suffrage was
warmly championed by the affirmative side, which utilized its
arguments to the best advantage.
While most exchange editors have some knocks and some

bouquets for the contributors, the regular department editors
rarely ever receive any recognition of their labor. We have
read the various department in the Winthrop College Journal
and find them all strongly edited. Of course, they afford no
great opportunity for the display of marked literary ability, but
still they require ability of a certain kind.

We are pleased with the quantity,
The Concept. quality and variety of the articles in

*' TW , ,
" Th

<? Concept. The "Sonnet," by MissRay Tilhnghast, shows real ability. Such lines as these are rare
in college magazines

:

"The sunset rays from out the darkening west
In rosy glory bathes each dewey flower,

And touch with lingering hand a world at rest,
While wandering breezes fill the twilight hours

With fitful whisperings."

"L'Allegro and II Penseroso" is a well written appreciation
of these two poems. "Footsteps" is an uncanny story It al-most makes our blood run cold.

The editorials in the January issue of The Concept are un-
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usally strong and pointed. Such editorials in a college maga-

zine are valuable.

o —

—

CUPPINGS

A LAWYER'S DAUGHTER.
"To me, I swear, you're a volume rare,"

But she said with a judicious look:

"Your oath's not good in common law

Until you've kissed the book."

A WEEK'S EXPERIENCE.

The year had gloomily begun

To Willie Weeks, a poor man's Sun.

He was beset with bill and dun,

And he had very little Mon.

This cash, said he, won't pay my dues

;

I've nothing here but ones and Tues.

A bright thought struck, and he said

The rich Miss Goldrocks I will Wed.

But when he paid his court to her

She lisped, but firmly said, "No Thur."

"Alas," said he, "then I must die
!"

His soul went where they say souls Fri.

They found his coat and gloves and hat,

And the coroner upon them Sat.

"I fear you are forgetting me,"

She said in tones polite.

"I am indeed for getting you,

That's why I came tonight."

"My daughter," and his voice was stern,

"You must set this matter right.
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What time did the Sophomore leave
Who sent his card last night ?"

"His work was pressing, father dear,
And his love for it was great.

He took his leave and went away
Before a quarter of eight."

Then a twinkle came to her bright blue eye,
And her dimple deeper grew.

" '

Tis surely no sin to tell him that,

For a quarter of eight is two."

She sat on the steps at the eventide,
Enjoying the balmy air.

He came and asked, "May I sit by your side?"
And she gave him a vacant stare.

This old world we're livin' in

It is mighty hard to beat

;

You get a thorn with ev'ry rose,

But ain't the roses sweet?
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| ATHLETICS

t C. M. Earle, Jr., Editor.

BASKET BALL.

During the month the Wofford basket ball team has taken

part in four contests. In every game our boys showed up in

fine form and we were able to win three out of the four games.

This has made the boys on the campus very enthusiastic and

leads us to hope that they will take very great interest not only

in the other games of basket ball, but also in baseball, track,

and all other forms of athletics.

The first game was played at Clemson with the fast team

representing that institution. The writer was not present at

that game, so let it suffice to say that our team did not win.

WOFFORD- CLEMSON.

One of the most exciting and at the same time the roughest

game of basket ball ever played at the Wofford gymnasium

was pulled off between Wofford and Clemson, resulting in a

local victory, the score standing 27 to 28 when the whistle blew

for the finish. The game throughout was played with a rush

and exhibition of such conduct by both teams that it resembled

more an indoor football game than a scientific exhibition of

the greatest of all indoor sports. The two teams were evenly

matched in brawn and the use of sheer strength was the main

feature of the game. While there was no great amount of

hard feeling shown, the failure of the referees to call fouls at

different times caused a few unpleasantries which would have

otherwise been avoided.

The first half ended with the Clemson boys leading by four

points They were unlucky in this period in their goal throw-

ing, failing time and again on sure shots. Irwin, the star cen-

ter who has a state-wide reputation for his skill in goal toss-

ing was foiled in his many attempts to score points by what



Wofford College Journal. 55

seem-

more

seemed mere hard luck. Frye, the big Wofford forward, played
a good defensive half and prevented a number of attempts for
goals. McCullough's long shot from the field was the star plav
of this half.

F '

The second half was played better by both teams, each
mg to have become warmed up and the visitors becoming
used to the conditions. Wofford ran up her points in this half
by playing Anderson well back and threw goal after goal with
practically no interference. The winning goal was thrown im-
mediately before the last whistle. The line-ups of the two
teams were as follows

:

CLEMSON. POSITION. WOFFORD.
Caughman R. F Anderson
Ward L. F Frey

^
rw

!

n C McCullough

^
rwin

••• R.G DeShields
Ka^eter L.G Townsend

Referees, Dobson, Keaton. Timekeeper, Burnett. Scorer,
Steadman.

—

Spartanburg Journal.

WOFFORD-NEWBERRY.
In a rather slow contest Wofford defeated Newberry in a

game of basket ball played in the Wofford gymnasium yester-
day afternoon, 30 to 11. At the beginning of the game the
result looked doubtful, but after a few moments of play the
Wofford five struck their stride and clinched the same in the
first half.

The features of the game were the playing of Anderson and
Greneker for Wofford, the accurate passing of the Newberry
team, and the fast, snappy work of Bolan for Newberry. The
line-up was as follows:

WOFFORD.
NEWBERRY.

F
/e
J L. F Paschael

Anderson R. F Bolan
McCullough C Caldwell
Townsend L.G perrjtt
^Shields

• • R- G Smith
Greneker

• • • • L. F Derrick
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Referee, Holloway. Umpire, Keaton. Timekeeper, Win-

gard. Scorer, Steadman.

—

Spartanburg Herald.

BASEBALL.
The time for baseball is now at hand, and the boys are get-

ting the spirit. Andy McCarthy, who is to coach the team

this year, reached the city the first of March. He went right

to work, and every afternoon he has been putting the appli-

cants for the team through hard practice. The boys have the

greatest confidence in "Mac," and feel sure that the team he

will put out will be a pennant winner. There is unusually good

material at Wofford this year, and this will make it much

harder to pick the final team, as nobody will have a "cinch."

Manager Chapman has been very busy and has succeeded in

arranging a splendid schedule. This year we will go up against

some of the very best teams in the South.

Not all the dates have been decided upon and other games

may be gotten. The schedule for the games for which con-

tracts have been signed is as follows

:

March 27—Davidson vs. Wofford at Spartanburg (prac-

tice).

April 1—Clinton vs. Wofford, at Spartanburg.

April f—Furman vs. Wofford, at Greenville.

April 8—Erskine vs. Wofford, at Spartanburg.

April 11—Citadel vs. Wofford, at Spartanburg.

April 12—Citadel vs. Wofford, at Spartanburg.

April 14—College of Charleston vs. Wofford, at Spartan-

burg.

April 15—Newberry vs. Wofford, at Newberry.

April 16—Erskine vs. Wofford, at Due West.

April 17—Clinton vs. Wofford, at Clinton.

April 18—Newberry vs. Wofford, at Spartanburg.

April 19—Clemson vs. Wofford, at Clemson.

April 23—Elon vs. Wofford, at Spartanburg.

April 30—Clemson vs. Wofford, at Spartanburg.

May i_ (Morning) Clemson vs. Wofford, at Spartanburg.

May 1— (Afternoon)—
May 2—(Morning) Furman vs. Wofford, at Spartanburg.
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May 5—
May 6—Elon vs. Wofford, at Elon College.

May 7—Trinity vs. Wofford, at Durham.
May 8—Trinity vs. Wofford, at Durham.
May 9—College of Charleston vs. Wofford, at Charleston.
May io—Citadel vs. Wofford, at Charleston.

GYMNASIUM TEAM TRIP.
Everybody happy and hearts were light as we boarded

the 6 40 train on the morning of the eleventh for the capital
city of our State. Rather a long step to take from the first,

but it was just as jolly a one. We arrived about n :3c After
dinner we caught the first car for the great corn show, this
being one object in leaving our home town so soon. We, of
course, enjoyed the show immensely, but our thoughts were
constantly turning toward the afternoon event, which was far
more interesting to the majority, and feel sure the minority
agreed with us after the reception as being far greater, for the
Columbia College girls of the Athletic Association certainly
gave us a great time. At the reception the members of the
team met many of their old friends, and beside having the
great pleasure of making many new acquaintances. That night
for the exhibition we had a good crowd, and judging from the
many compliments passed around, think we carried out our
first performance fairly well. After the entertainment we
were given another reception, which brought our stay in Co-
lumbia to a climax. We enjoyed every moment immensely.
Next morning we caught the Southern for Greenwood, and

on Tuesday night gave an exhibition at our close neighbor
and sister college, Lander. Here we struck hard luck, for the
weather was awful. However, in spite of the cold, pouring
rain, we had a good crowd, and this being our second perform-
ance, carried out the program in somewhat batter style. We
enjoyed very much the reception given after the exhibition
and send many thanks for the great compliment passed upon
the team which was recently read to us in chapel. We, next
morning, continued our journey to Belton, where we' gave
our performance in the opera house. We had a fairly good



58 Wofford College Journal.

crowd, but think we made the biggest hit when we gave

fifteen 'rahs for their motto, "Watch Belton."

Some, for the first time, boarded the interurban next morn-

ing for the town of Honea Path. Here the people kindly en-

tertained us in their homes. Considering the size of the town,

we had a good crowd, but the clown carried off the laurels of

the afternoon. Our next stop was Due West. We were all

struck with the "Due West Special." Without doubt this is a

great railway from many standpoints. At the Woman's Col-

lege we were received royally, being invited to dinner and in

the afternoon given a big reception. We were in good shape for

the exhibition, and from the talk think there were a good

many "hits" made on both sides; in fact, a few home runs.

We were especially struck with D. W. W. C.

Next morning we took the "Special" for Donalds, and here

changed to the interurban for Greenville, where we gave a

performance at the G. F. C. on Saturday night. We enjoyed

our last night very much, for the girls gave us a great recep-

tion after the exhibition. We returned to the City of Success

Sunday morning about 4 o'clock after a delightful trip en-

joyed to the fullest by everyone. The members of the team

are: J. P. Wharton, captain; H. E. Heinitsh, manager; R. K.

Carson, S. R. Hammond, J. C. Cauthen, J. A. Walker, J. E.

Sprott, J. B. Whitman, and Osborne.

We would all be delighted to take the same trip over again

next year. Capt.
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MR. CLARK'S LECTURE.
Mr. W. L. Clark, of Canada, who is touring the United

States delivering lectures in the interest of young people, gave
us a very interesting and instructive talk at our meeting of

February 7th on the subject of "Some Things a Young Man
Ought to Know."
Mr. Clark discussed some of the most vital questions and

problems of youth in an unusually clear and impressive man-
ner, and every student should have heard him. He related

some of his experiences with men which served as striking

illustrations of the many people in our country today whose
lives are a tragedy because they are ignorant of the funda-
mental truths of human existence. The success of a nation,

he continued, as well as salvation in the world beyond, de-

pends upon a life of bodily purity.

VISIT OF MR. MONTGOMERY.
Mr. J. N. Montgomery, a traveling college Y. M. C. A. sec-

retary, was the guest of our Association on Friday, February
7th. During the day each member of the cabinet discussed

the work of his department with Mr. Montgomery. Much
helpful knowledge was gained during the interviews with him
concerning the methods of conducting our Association.

TALKS BY TWO STUDENTS.
At our meeting of February 21st talks were made by Messrs.

Spigner and Easterling, of the Senior class, who spoke on the

following subjects, respectively: "Friendship With Man" and
"Friendship With God."

The Association has decided to have two of its members
make talks every few weeks at the regular meetings.
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THE STUDENT VOLUNTEER CONFERENCE.
A rare opportunity of gaining much valuable knowledge

concerning the subject of missions was afforded a large num-

ber of college students of South Carolina on February 28th,

March 1st and 2nd, when the annual conference of the Student

Volunteer Union of this State convened in Spartanburg under

the auspices of the Converse Y. W. C. A. and the Wofford

Y. M. C. A.

The first of the several sessions of the conference, which

were held alternately at the two colleges, was conducted at

Converse auditorium on Friday evening. The first speaker

was Dr. Snyder, who delivered the address of welcome, to

which a response was made by Mr. C. H. Nabers, president

of the Union. At the remaining sessions very able addresses

concerning various missionary questions and problems were

delivered by Rev. C. R. Watson, D. D., of Philadelphia ;
Dr.

R. J.
Willingham, of Richmond, Va. ; and Mr. C. G. Houn-

shel, missionary to Korea; while brief, instructive talks were

made by other speakers.

Much interest was manifested by the delegates in the wo-

of the conference, and it was indeed an inspiration to see so

many competent^well-educated young people directing their

attention and efforts toward the great and heroic task of

Christianizing the world.
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The Pathway of Life

"Treading life's pathway where'er it leads,

Lined with flowers or choked with weeds."

SOUTHERN PRESBYTERIAN JOURNAL.
We are pleased to see some practical essays in this month's Journal,

"Reformers—Sacred and Profane" and "Our Problem in the Philip-
pines." They both show thought on the part of the writers. "The
Haunted Palace." makes our hair rise; we certainly enjoyed the story.
Evidently the author has been reading Poe's Tales recently—per-
haps "The Mask of the Red Death." Poe wouldn't have written a
sentence like this, though, at the end of one of his stories : "I awoke
It was only a dream." "The Poet's Christmas" is a splendid story
for that time of the year. The one who wrote the poem "Night"
certainly has some poetic thoughts we think:

"Day is held in servitude,
And unbroken is her thrall."

THE NEWS AND COURIER, CHARLESTON, S. C.
Maintaining an even standard, the January and February issues ofThe Wofford College Journal are well up with what the Methodist

boys produce, and that means among the best in the State. One mat-
ter at the outset, however, the editor indulges in most too much up-
braiding because of the lack of co-operation from the students If
he keeps it up the readers will class The Journal with the Bingville
Bugle on the score of constant appeals to subscribers to pay ud ar-
rearages. * * *

~

There is one feature of The Journal that other magazines might
adopt—do a little clipping. The Journal does this well, giving its
readers some rare gems from other magazines.
The literary contributions are varied and worth while. "The Monu-

mental Extortion Co., Ltd.," is good, but too lengthy. "Since the
Night of That Dance," by P. D. Huff, is rather a pathetic little story,
and is worth the effort. Mr. Huff is a bright young fellow, very
likely from Laurens, and he is strong on description.
"Edwards, '13," writes a clever poem, a play on words and the

manufacture of new words.
A feature of The Journal is the editor-in-chief's idea as to what a

college magazine should be, and as this is the prime topic in this
month s review, we reproduce it in full. (Here follows the article
referred to, and the reviewer's comment upon it, which we cannot
publish for lack of space.)

THE TRINITONIAN.
The; Wofford College Journal comes to us from the eastern part

of our Southland. One of its most noticeable features, and one that
adds as much as any other in enhancing its value as a literary maga-
zine is the abundance of verse. The value of this to a magazine ismost vividly shown to those who are lacking in this department "The
Haunted Palace" is a very good story, but is more like high school
literature than the kind usually found in college magazines "In Pay-
ment of Account" is a story with a little different plot. It portrays the
life of a gilded youth" while in college. We are not familiar with
the requirements that are necessary to become a full-fledged Model
Gentleman, but take it for granted that they are correct, trusting the
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author knew not from experience. The hero is stopped on his down-

ward course by the influence of a young lady. He reforms and be-

comes a respected citizen. He marries the young lady, and there

seems to be a life of happiness before them After a short time the

wife became ill and her life is despaired of, and the only chance to

save her is to operate. After, leaving the hospital the man returns to

his home, he thinks about his past life, and wonders if God is pun-

ishing him through the suffering of his wife. He had never professed

religion, but at times he could not help but let his thoughts turn to

the question of a future life. Thinking that by taking his own life

accounts with the Creator will be squared, places a pistol to his head

and pulls the trigger just as a boy from the hospital arrives with

the news that the operation was successful. "Our Problem m the

Philippines" is a discussion as to whether the Philippines should be

granted their independence or 'retained as a colony by the United

States. Both sides of the question are discussed. The conditions there

are compared to conditions in America at the time of the Revolution

their progress and advance in civilization. On the other hand their

ncapabilify to manage their own affairs, and the amount of se^gov-

ernment allowed them now, are cited as reasons for not granting

them Seir complete independence. "Saved by a Touchdown" » the

regulation, time-worn, much-used football story. A Poets Christ-

mas" is a very good story, showing the trials and vicissitudes of a

drugg ing young writer. Of course, just at Christmas, his first poem

L aSeptld and he is offered a position on the staff of the leading

paper in Richmond.

THE CAROLINIAN.

The January Wofford College Journal comes first under our hand.

"The Sunset of Life," a poem showing real poetic ability, helps much

to dispose of a prepossession excited by an atrocious cover The au-

thor of the detective story, "The Monumental Extortion Co Ltd.

seems to have contracted the "imposing building' habit. Probably

he means the house of a neighbor who uses garlic or has a fondness

for graphophone music. The solution of the mystery, .although rather-

fantastical is well worked out, and kept shrouded until the last. But

a mysterV follows. How did "We Studied Latin" ever get by

the editors? Of course, mental perspiration is an essential to any

undertaking. "Napoleon Bonaparte" is a rather unsuccessful attempt

to whitewash the little corporal. There are only two kind of great

men in our opinion; men who are great because of great service they

have rendered to their fellow men, and men who are great because

they have compelled their fellow men to render great service to them

The article fails, because it does not prove that Napoleon should go

'""Man-Scaled''' should be in a Sunday school paper. Only worldly

experience can remedy such morbid, narrow-mindedness as this.

In speaking of The Carolinian the reviewer says: "Editoriallv The

Carolinian is about the strongest college magazine in the State .that

is such has been the case under Broadus Mitchell. This statement

might be qualified by the further statement that suchl is he case unless

The Wofford College Journal, under Editor Sims is a ttle

stronger. Anyhow, if every magazine had a Sims or a Mitchell at

its hfad there would be something to interest everybody in every

issue
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The Castle of Dreams
D. L. EDWARDS, '13.

It is built, methinks, in the midst of the clouds,

And is reached by an airship's flight;

It is peopled with fairies and elfin folk—
You can see it the darkest of nights.

It is built on an isle in the midst of the seas,

Where the billows roar all day;

And you can see as plain as can be,

The nymphs and elves at play.

It is built somewhere in a far-away realm,

Perhaps near a moon-lit lake;

But the thing that seems so funny to me,

It fades away when you wake!

It is built on the bank of a river of pearls,

Where the dew-drops glisten and gleam;
And you pass, by the mythical Bridge of Sighs,

To the land of the Castle of Dreams.

It must have been built by the fairies, I think,

'Cause not like a dwelling it seems;
Did you ever hear of such wonderful house,

As this magical Castle of Dreams!



6 Wofford College Journal.

Weighed in the Balance

The city editor glanced up from his desk with a scowl.

"Anne," he said, between puffs on a long black cigar, "we've

got to have a big sob-story on the white-slave traffic. It's the

chance of a lifetime. The people are already stirred up over

the recent investigations, and a good sob-yarn just now will

set them wild. It's your chance, I tell you. Go out and see if

you can't round up a good one—and in a hurry."

Anne nodded and walked out. She had already long been

thinking of just such a thing and an idea to go down and

investigate things herself kept recurring to her. She decided

to do it. The next day found her measuring ribbons behind

the counter of a department store.

Working with her "in ribbons" Anne found a pretty little

girl, who was also a new clerk. Adele—that was her name

—

had just come to the city and this was her first position. She

was quick to accept the proffered friendship and was de-

lighted at Anne's suggestion that they should room together.

She was so very lonely, she told Anne, that it sometimes

seemed that she would just die unless she could find someone

who would listen a moment to her troubles and comfort and

cuddle her just a bit. She didn't know a soul in all the

millions of them in the city, she said, unless you counted one

young man who had helped her very kindly with a bundle on a

street car late one afternoon as she was on her way home from

work. He had seemed very nice and kind, and had even prom-

ised to come to see her at the store. Did Anne reckon he'd ever

really come. Anne had slightly lifted her eyebrows at this

information, but she said nothing. She was not surprised

when the young gentleman came the next afternoon.

After conversing excitedly with him for a few moments,

Adele ran to Anne with the news that Mr. Bailey wanted to

take them out that night and, with her permission, would

bring his friend, Mr. Ghadwick. Well pleased at the progress

of the game, Anne accepted the invitation.

After that Mr. Bailey and Mr. Chadwick came often—very

often. Bailey was the average-looking young man of the city,
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having an indefinable atmosphere of the beer garden and the

race track clinging to him. It could be readily seen, however,
that Ghadwick was of far better stuff than his friend. It spite

of the fact that he, too, bore himself with the characteristic

air of the sporting man of the city, a glance at his face indi-

cated a far greater breadth of character.

Very coolly and calmly Anne watched her plot thicken. The
young men came almost every night now, and they took in the

movies and visited a beer garden or public dance hall after-

wards. All these pleasures were as new to Anne as to Adele.

Of course up to this time she viewed the whole affair, the

nightly routine, the gay excitement, and especially her asso-

ciations with these men, whom she knew to be dangerous, as

mere incidents in the game she was playing. And only such

incidents, she tried to make her murmuring conscience be-

lieve, were the certain vague pleasures she got out of it. She
attributed these to her natural joy in taking a risk—a business

risk. That was all.

One night Anne was sick and did not go out as usual. When
the others had gone a great feeling of loneliness came over her.

She hadn't realized how she would miss the nightly round of

joys and excitements. She had never realized what a hold

they had gotten upon her. Or was it Mr. Chadwick? Anne
started up in bed at the thought. He had made himself very

agreeable, had always been so kind and considerate, she re-

flected, surely he couldn't be what she feared? She sickened

at the idea, for she had ceased to regard Mr. Chadwick with

her former secret scorn and repulsion. She now found that

a new and thitherto unknown affection had crept in in place

of it—whether for good or for evil. And though her better

judgment cautioned her that under the circumstances it was
probably not for her good, yet at the thought of him her heart

lightened and she unconsciously hummed a merry little tune

which he had sung to her the night before.

The game went on; on the one hand the two men of the

world, sharp and shrewd, wise to all the tricks and moves of

the play; on the other two girls, the one innocent and inex-

perienced, the other conscious of the danger, but lacking the
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will-power to stop. It could have but one inevitable conclu-

sion, and one which was fast drawing nigh. In fact, Mr.

Bailey already had the final chapter in view at a big dance on

the following night.

The dance was to be at one of the all-night beer gardens

down in that part of town which bears a doubtful reputation.

The especial garden itself Anne knew to have been the scene

of several police dramas, and her prudence warned her she

had best not visit. Her inner conscience told her that she was

already almost caught in the game which she herself had

contrived, and that she had better stop now while she was

able. Besides, there was Adele to be considered, for she knew

the child's weakness and inexperience, and rightly felt that it

was her duty to care for her. She decided not to go.

After making her decision thus so resolutely, Anne found

it impossible to keep her imagination from drifting around

to thoughts of what might have been. She thought of the

dance, the excitement, the gay lights everywhere, the pretty

costumes, the little tastes of wine every now and then to keep

one from becoming fatigued—all the new pleasures she had

learned to love so recently and yet so strongly. The thought

of each new joy she was missing as they recurred to her made

her waver little by little, more and more. At last she choked

her conscience finally with the thought that it was all in the

game, all for the paper, even her duty to it to get all the in-

formation she could, and as for Adele, she could look out

for her. She had changed her mind.

* * * * * * *

It was one o'clock and the gayety was at its height. Over

the floor whirled the dancers in drunken, maudlin embrace,

bumping into one another with wild shouts of glee. The or-

chestra played wearily on and finally stopped, but the dancers

were too drunk to notice and went careening on till someone

shouted for wine or beer, and then all broke for the bar. In

a few minutes, with hopes and spirits revived by the soothing

stimulants, the orchestra broke into some tin-pan ragtime air

and they all plunged forth again into a wild swing of a dance,

clasping each other tightly after the manner of the imitative



Wofford College Journal. 9

animal movements their unwilling limbs were trying to exe-

cute. The dance went on—"the joy was unconfined." The
only interruption, save for the call for drinks, was when some
older man or woman came into the hall and led away some
half-intoxicated boy or girl with them. That was all, and
the dance went on.

Over in a corner, half-concealed by palms and ferns, Anne
and Chadwick were sitting out the dance. Anne was at fever-

heat, the wine, the intoxication of it all, had gone to her head.

She felt herself slipping, she knew that she had already gone

too far; that her position was even now dangerous. All that

she felt instinctively, with a last twinge of conscience, for the

other self was conquering—and she didn't want to stop. The
last straw to completely hush its dying murmur was to sud-

denly awake from her reverie and become aware that Chad-
wick wras whispering violent words of love and passion into

her ear. At the sound of his voice her whole being responded,

and in the instant she knew that the beloved thing which lately

had come into her life was not the wine or the dances or the

gayety of it all, but him—Chadwick. She forgot the newspa-

per, her former life, the trap she had contrived which was
in turn ensnaring her, everything except that her woman soul

cried out for this man she loved. She let herself slip into

his arms.

Over in another corner pretty much the same scene was
being enacted. Poor little Adele reclined in Bailey's embrace,

not because she loved him especially, but because the strong

wine had gone to her head so much that she was not able to

sit up. She dropped lightly to sleep. Bailey waited a moment
to make sure; then, lifting her upon the divan, called to an

attendant to order a cab at the family entrance. Adele didn't

come home that night.

The instant he first saw Anne, Chadwick had felt that here

was a girl of a different sort—and one who would be hard to

fool or to conquer. Low as his motives were, it had aroused

the fire in his blood, and he had sworn to himself that he would
prove her master. Still Chadwick wasn't all bad. He was the

lowest, most contemptible type of man, it is true, but there
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was some good in him, only nothing had ever chanced to

touch him so as to bring it out. He didn't know how to do

good anyway, he had never had a chance to know that or

anything else good. Raised in the gutter, without knowledge

of father or mother, he had naturally thrown his lot with the

only people who had ever shown him any kindness—the in-

mates of the underworld. He had to be what he was ; he was

but the product of certain complex adverse circumstances.

He had never had a chance to be otherwise.

Being that, he had sworn to conquer this girl whom he had

always felt knew a great deal more than she tried to appear

to, yet now that he had succeeded, he hesitated a moment

—

he knew not why. Was it that he had tender feelings or a

conscience ? No, it couldn't be ; the street that had taught him

all he knew, knew nothing of either. He dared to look down

at her face, which was resting quietly on his shoulder. He
gazed at it long and earnestly, and as he saw the implicit,

childish confidence with which it lay there and felt her warm
breath against his cheek, a new and strange light seemed to

flood his soul and he shut his eyes reverently, and then reopen-

ing them, looked again at her, this time lovingly and tenderly.

And then he, too, called a cab, only he gave a different direc-

tion to the driver—to her home. The good that was in him

that had slept so long and so soundly at last had found its

chance and come out.

* jfc sfc sk * * *

The cool night air of the open cab brought Anne to con-

sciousness, and to her senses. Starting up, she looked to

find Chadwick sitting beside her staring out across the har-

bor. Like a flash the memory of it all came over her, the wine,

the dance, the excitement, and—. The thoughts of the wine

and the dance filled her with disgust, but somehow she couldn't

feel that way toward Chadwick, even though she tried. Even

now he was probably— ? She turned to him.

"Well?" she queried suddenly.

Chadwick came to himself with a start. Confused and

abashed, he turned around to her and looked her squarely itl

the face for a moment. Then, while his whole body shook
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with a slight tremor, he held out his hands to her, while his

lips huskily formed the one word "Anne."
Anne was torn by two conflicting forces, the one her com-

mon sense and prudence, the other the call of her woman
nature. Once that night the one had triumphed and caused
she knew not what. At the thought of this Anne became the

old newspaper-woman, a creature who touched others, but
whose own feelings were not easily touched. She turned to

Chadwick with a short, hard laugh. "Oh, it's no use," she

said, "the game is up !"

Chadwick stared at her in astonishment at this sudden
change of mood.

"Oh," she said, sarcastically, "so you're going to try to play

Little Innocence, are you, and make out you don't know what
I'm talking about? Well, let me tell you right here that it's

no use. I know who you are and what kind of man, or rather

a cur, you are. I know what your business is, and how dirty

and contemptible you and your sort who do it. A thief, a
murderer, and a traitor are all gentlemen beside you, you cow-
ards who traffic in human souls ! You and your kind take that

which God alone can give; you steal that priceless gift which
no man can restore, and at the same time cast your innocent

victim into a hell of eternal damnation ! Yes, you do that, all

that, and for what? For the miserable gain, you dastardly

Judas, for the filthy, blood-stained pennies wrung out of
throwing innocent girls into hell to satisfy the low, bestial crav-

ings of men. You!"—Anne's voice broke with her passion,

and she looked to find Chadwick bowed before her, his head
in his hands. Anne moved over further into her corner of
the carriage and sat silently waiting, listening to the hard ring

Of the horse's hoofs on the pavement.

At last Chadwick roused himself and straightened up, but
kept his gaze averted.

"Yes," he said in a slow monotone, "it's all just as you
say, I reckon. I'm all that and worse ; that is, I was, because
I've quit."

"Is that so," queried Anne bitingly, "arid just when did you
quit? Why, even up till a few minutes ago you seemed very
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proficient in your professional respect. In fact, you seemed

to be exerting yourself that way in a remarkable degree to-

night with me as an intended victim. Even now I don't know
where we're going. Perhaps— ?"

"No," he burst out, "I swear I've quit ! Under the circum-

stances I can't ask you to believe me, but I have—tonight. I

suspected you weren't what you seemed, but I hoped you

were, so I would never have to tell you the horrible truth.

But I'll have to now. I admit that when I first met you my
intentions were what you think, and even up till tonight I

thought they were. Unknown to even myself all this time

I've been becoming more and more attached to you, and to-

night I awoke to the fact that I loved you—yes, loved you!

That is why you are going home now instead of
—

" He stop-

ped a moment. He turned slowly around to Anne and looked

her squarely in the eyes. "I do love you, I swear I do! If

you'll just say the word we'll be married tomorrow. I'll be

different; I can work; I can make a living for us—and hon-

estly, like you would wish. Won't you?" he pleaded, and

slipped down upon his knees in the coach.

Again the. struggle for mastery went on in Anne's soul, this

time between her prudence and code of morals and her

woman's love for this man. While still pondering the carriage

stopped and Anne looked out to see that she was home.

"Come," she said, and led the way up the steps a way, and

then stopped and turned around towards him, standing a little

above him. She looked down at him long and earnestly. "I

don't know why/' she said, "but I believe you. Somewhere

out there, you know where, poor little Adele is in great dan-

ger. Go out there and by saving her try to atone for some of

the things you have done. Go," she repeated, "go and square

yourself. Won't you try?"

He looked up at her hungrily
;
then, with a sob in his throat,

he whispered huskily, "I'll go."

As he turned to leave on his mission, Anne leaned over and

kissed him lightly on the forehead. "Go," she said, "and

when you've squared yourself, come back, and—" Chadwick

turned once again at the foot of the steps to catch the final
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words spoken very softly and tenderly, "And I'll be waiting
!"*******

To the great surprise of the city editor and all the staff, the

next morning Anne walked into the office and, without offer-

ing a word of explanation for her long absence, sat down at

her typewriter and began to write with feverish haste.

Before she started Anne knew that this would be the greatest

story of her life, this story of little Adele, because, as is not

often the case with sob-stories, it was a true one, and because

she had seen it all herself and knew whereof she wrote. With
the inimitably gentle touch of the sob-sister, she told of the

sweet child from the country who, being left an orphan, and a
blind baby brother to care for, had come to the city to obtain

work so as to earn enough to have an operation performed
on the little boy's eyes whereby his sight might be restored.

She depicted with all the pathos of her art the picture of the

young girl setting out from her country home so valiantly and
hopefully, her wonderful journey to the city, her fruitless

search for employment, and how at last she had found a posi-

tion in a department store. In a wonderfully graphic manner
she pictured the hardships, the trials, and the joys of the

poor little worker ; how she had saved a little each week out of

the mere pittance she got; how she dreamed of the future

when the baby brother should see again; her cheerful hap-

piness and optimism in spite of all. Then a dark cloud ap-

peared on the horizon of the life of the unknowing, innocent

little girl. The cloud loomed larger and came more into her

life, and because it shone with the appearance of much wordly

goods and wisdom, seemed to the poor little shop-girl to have

a very silvery lining. She knew not that the gleam was but

the dross of hate and avarice and, putting all her trust in it,

awoke too late, to find that it had swallowed her up in the

night—forever

!

Anne rose wearily from her desk. It was done—the great-

est story of her life ! She knew it was great, not because she

wrote it, but because she knew it was the true interpretation

of the cry of a lost innocent going down into the abyss of the

underworld. She knew that it would stir the world—she had
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wept herself in writing it
;
a thing she had never done before

—

because it was an agonized cry for help from the Great Be-

yond. She had shown the terrible clutching hand of the under-

world and its minions who fed it the innocents. She had

depicted their cunning, their baseness, their greed, their abso-

lute want of any mercy. She had shown them in their true

light, the most lawless and most criminal class of men in the

world. Yes, Anne knew that her story would make the whole

country rise to wipe out these bloody leeches on society. It

was done—the greatest story of her life.

She rose from her seat, wearily dropping her copy on

the desk. Amid the loud racket of the office she happened to

catch the voice of the city editor receiving a news bulletin.

Something made her listen. She thought again of Chadwick,

who, except while she was writing her story, had been on her

mind constantly since his departure the night before. "Would
he make good and square things?" a thousand times she asked

herself. She knew the city editor would repeat the bulletin.

She listened.

"All right, I have it. Early this morning—police made raid

on white-slave house on W. 134th street—were endeavoring to

rescue young lady—all right, all right." Anne leaned heavily

against the wall, staring straight before her, as she strove to

catch every syllable. "You say got her out unharmed? All

right, all right." A sigh of gratitude escaped Anne. "One

man was killed? A white-slaver, you say? One of the house,

I presume ? No ? Oh, yes, I see ; the man who put the police

wise was himself a white-slaver—was leading the raid himself

when killed? Well, well. Er—what was his name?" Anne's

heart had stopped in her throat. My God ! to think that—

!

No, it couldn't be; not after he had saved her and squared

himself, only to— But the city editor was barking on

querously: "What? Chadwick? M. L. Chadwick. All

right. Much obliged. So long."

Anne staggered back against the wall. The man she loved,

yes, loved. What mattered it who he was or what he was ; he

had never shown her anything but kindness and respect, and

he loved her ; that was sufficient. And she, yes, she who loved
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him, had sent him out into the world to square himself—to what
end ? Only to die, to be killed. And she, she who loved him,
in the greatest story of her life had represented him as a crim-
inal, a coward who stabbed in the back, without mercy or
virtue of any kind. She knew not how nor why; she only
knew that she was obsessed with one great, overpowering de-
sire—for vengeance. Again the great unreasonable, uncon-
trollable desire throbbed through her veins, and she crossed
the room with long strides.

An instant later the greatest sob-story ever written lay scat-

tered in a thousand pieces over the littered floor of the office.

C. C. S., '14.

o

Her Smile

/ saw her smile one Summer day,

And 'twas to me the fairest pose;

But, O that smile was as the rose

That faded in the month of May.

I saw her smile one Autumn noon,

And dreamed I was in Paradise;

But still that look within those eyes

Was dull to me, as some strange tune.

I saw her smile so tenderly;

I've never seen a fairer face,

Yet in that heart there was no place

And in that smile no love for me.

I saw her smile one Winter day,

Within the falling of the snows;
Still was that smile as the fair rose

Which faded in the month of May.
Warren Ariail, 'i6.
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The Paths of Life

Many are the paths of life, and various and sundry are the

ways they wend. They seemingly lead to a multitude of goals

;

yet at the end they all come to rest at one of two places. The

place where some of them end is called heaven, and the others

stop at hell. The two spots are as wide apart as the ends of

time; yet no man can tell whether the road he travels leads

to the one or to the other. Often a little path, after disap-

pearing in a forest of action, turns and twists itself in a heart-

less manner, moving first one way and then another. But in

the end this path, like the others, stops abruptly, ends, and the

traveler finds himself at the place of his abode. Often a path

is very short, and the goal rushes to meet the traveler before

he starts on his life's journey. Sad, too, is the crookedness

of some of these tracks.

There are other differences in the mass of paths that line

the existence of the race. Some of them are mighty and

wide and full of the crowds of men. But others wend their

tiny way far from the beaten tracks, and here the travelers

are few. The traveler journeying this kind of a path must of

necessity depend upon himself and take in his heart the things

that he needs. No helping hostelry opens its doors for shelter

to him, and often huge barriers have to be overcome before

he can go on towards his goal. Still more often the path lies

in darkness and the weary traveler must trust to his own light

to guide him in the right. But on the beaten trails there are

helping companions nearby, and if you are forced to halt they

stand ready to urge you along with assistance and encourage-

ment. This is true of the travelers of each goal, for they all

love company, and lest they lose you they stop and help you

along.

Many things happen on these roads that are cause for suf-

fering and despair. Often a young heart begins to travel the

road called straight, and suddenly he is caught by the be-

wildering beauty of a crooked bypath. He stops, explores it and

loses himself on another path, that leads to the other goal.

These byways between the paths are numerous, and often the
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traveler, discouraged at his lack of success on his adopted
trail, turns his back on his road and, taking a cut to another,
loses the reward that just in front beckons beyond the curve!
Always in the path towards which he turns there are beckon-
ing figures luring others to the goal they seek. They receive
him with courtly homage, and the traveler, oft deceiving him-
self, believes that he has at last won honor. Then one day,
suddenly and without warning, his courtiers turn away to
greet a more popular arrival. He may seek to return to the
road he has left, but the journey back is hard, and few are
they that climb it successfully.

One of the widest of all the streets is lighted with mag-
nificent gleaming arches of glittering gold, and its travelers
walk on pavements of precious stones. Far below the street
is crowded with the expectant and anxious throngs. The
pathways leading away from this great and popular street are
many, and long before the beautiful part of the way is at-
tained the vast throng has melted away, for this street is re-
served for a very small group of people. Yet the glittering
and gleaming gold lures on the thousands, who tramp up with
unmatched enthusiasm only to be sucked into the yawning
mouths that journey towards the other goal. Nothing seems
to be able to stop their onward rush, for all along the way
there are some who speak the truth that they refuse to heed.
Truly the few that reach this street have a terrible price to
pay.

Another street nearby is almost as wide and usually as
crowded. The people that make up this path are from all
walks of life and the contrast of their different stations when
they mingle together makes this road a popular one among
the weaker men. All colors and all nations tramp on equal
footing here, and at times their speed is accelerated to make
room for the crowds that push behind. The paths that lead
away are few and narrow, and the travelers are fewer than
before. Many rush towards these ascending paths in an ef-
fort to start up again, but before they can become safely en-
trenched therein the onward rush in the big street sweeps
them from their feet and carries them along. No one can
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say for certain where this path leads, but as we look down

its length we may surmise as much. Yet the travelers never

think to ask themselves where they are going, for the crowds

are too large, and no time can be lost in meditation. No one

seems to hear the self-sent bullet or the heart-rending sobs.

No one seems to notice that many fall along the way.

Now we see a narrow path, with the branches hanging low.

No person goes there save by himself ; yet the path is usually

full. At the end there hangs the fleeting goal of the famous

man; yet the men that reach out and tear it down are few.

The starters are numerous, but the travelers in the big road

only watch the end and, while the winner receives the vic-

torious applause of mankind, the losers sing themselves to

death with the music of his fame. The hardships through

which they journey robs them of their vitality, and usually

they pass away as the prey of some minor torment which the

companions of the big roads cure in one another. No man

may take with him in this hard trail his dearest ones on earth,

and if he wins the golden apple he stands forever separated

from his earthly joys.

But, listen ! Hear the music that sounds from the crowded

places' along the gay path of pleasure ! Gliding and mellifluous

airs entice the disheartened traveler to forget his sorrows.

The trail is full of lights of all colors, but the favorite seems

to be red. The crowds that line its way are mostly men, and

their sirens mostly women. But many are they and noisy.

They seem to be full half the earth, and their wild, baccha-

nalian music swings out over the entire world. The short

cuts here are many, and apparently more used than any other

bypaths. Often a traveler from some other street enters this

lighted trail for a short time, and then goes again to his former

road. Here he travels just as fast as before, and next time

he goes for this short journey he brings a companion with

him. Together they see the sights. All along this path thea-

tres vie with each other to attract the travelers who pass along.

They offer an endless variety of entertainments, and the

crowds appear to be as everlasting. Higher up on this same

street the path is brighter, but, strange, there is no red. Here
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women join the travelers and make the winds merry with
their song. All sorts of wild revelries urge the night along,
and at daybreak the travelers are forced to lose precious
traveling time in order to rest. However, they seem to make
good time while marching, for they forever seem to lead the
ones that plod along all day with equal strength. No one can
tell where this path will finally end, for it swerves and bends
as a mighty river, and the goals are where no one can tell.

Many of the travelers in the big roads warn these travelers to
stop, but they only receive sarcastic answers to their entreaties.
Whither it leads no one knows, so joy proceeds unhindered;
the crowds rush on unwept.
The travelers of this last road look down with contempt

upon the people who travel the road that we now attend.
Here the travelers go forth in pairs, and usually before the
end of the journey is reached they march in increased strength.
They claim that they have found the real road that leads to
happiness, but the travelers of the big road only smile. The
byways from this new path are many, but as they only have
room for one, not many of the couples go. Sometimes, how-
ever, a couple breaks in twain and the disheartened halves rush
out into the lighted streets. But more often these travelers
remain in pairs until they turn the bend in the upper end of
the road, around which their station awaits them. Of a cer-
tainty this road brings happiness, and the true travelers of this
path need never fear for their destiny. But the travelers,
though many, are not noisy, and the world sees little of them!
They are too busy with the things they do and with the love
they have. Hence, though the road has many travelers, there
are few who stand up and proclaim its superiority to the
travelers of other streets. Here, too, there are some who
enter for a brief and unhappy period and, leaving it with
scowling and doubtful faces, they spread their sicklied opin-
ions of it in the street with loud-mouthed vociferousness
Many are there that believe them and few are they who don't.
In this path those that once leave for the popular roads of
enticing music are never welcomed back, and usually their
deserted companion takes to some narrow road, where she can
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travel alone, away from the recollections of her former trail.

Far down the climbing hill we see the roads that the babies

tread. Here there is only one open road, and in it they are all

mixed and mingled together. This road doesn't last forever,

and every short distance there is a crooked bypath leading

away. If the tiny travelers have the hardihood to last until

their childish goal is reached, they come to the Depot of Great

Division. Here every child that has not already left this broad,

open path through one of the side exits are forced to choose

from a bewildering array of possibilities. Here the roads are

all marked out, and their guardians stand around to entice the

childish feet thitherward. The travelers toward both goals are

equally as anxious to receive passengers, and the tiny lads

must decide the road they must walk through life.

The boy may choose the path of the soldier and lose his life

in defense of his native land, or he may take the statesman's

road and guide the trembling feet of his country. He can

choose the priestly way to fulfill the glory of his God and to

save the souls of men, or the lawyer's road is open to his foot-

steps. Side by side other entries stretch out in endless con-

fusion. Between these roads there are short cuts, too, but

the man that starts on one and then turns aside loses precious

time. All of these roads wind in and out until the traveler

finally discovers that he is traveling one of the big roads.

Where they joined he can never tell, but the day came, and after

that he was counted with the people that line the alluring

paths forever.

The onward march in some of these roads often becomes a

panic, and in the mad rush forward many lose their lives. All

of the travelers appear to be moved by the same overwhelming

desire to hear the plaudits of the travelers in the big roads

But the judges that notch the success of these world marchers

are two One of them goes by the applause that you gain from

the big crowd in the other paths. To this judge no falterer

ever wins, for the multitude sees only the winners. Success

to the fastest, they cry, and to the falterers, death.

The other is more equitable and His judgments are just.

He does not measure the distance you have moved, for He
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takes into consideration all things. Often when the weary
traveler slips and loses some paces in the world's track the
final judgment is good. But the award is afar, and most of the
pilgrims have no desire to wait for His reward.

Thus the travelers tramp. The world goes on. Forward
and backward, fast and slow, they wend their ignorant ways
along the paths of life. Various and sundry are the goals, but
all of them stop at one of two places. The place where some
of them end is called Heaven, and the others stop at Hell.

H. S. S.

o

The Broken Vase
(Translated from the French of Sully Prudhomme.)
The vase in which the flower died

Was cracked by one soft blow alone

From someone's fan, who brushed aside,

No sound betrayed that which was done.

The little wound, past hope of cure,

Eating the crystal every day,

With course not visible, but sure,

About the vase has made its way.

And silently to leak and dry

The quenching drops the bloom forsake;
Still none knew this, the reason why,
But touch it not or it will break.

Some time the hand which is most true

Will touch some heart in careless wise,

The wound grows deeper through and through,
Soon love's sweet flower droops and dies.

Still fair and whole to strangers' eyes,

It feels within it wide awake
The wound that's deep, but of small size,

O touch it not or it will break.

Warren Ariail, '16.
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Paid in Full

"It is vain for you to think of making a success as an actor,

for such a talent as the actor has is dowered only by God,"

said John Watson.

"But," said Joe, "how does a person know whether or not

he is dowered by God until he has made an attempt at the

thing which he has a longing to accomplish?"

Young Joe Watson was a handsome youth, somewhat tall

and of medium size. His age was twenty-two years, yet he

scarcely looked to be out of his 'teens. His large dark eyes,

which were full of expression, manifested a great spirit of

determination. He had a massive head, and his long, dark

hair gave him the appearance of an extraordinary young man.

"Just because," his father continued, "the manager of this

cheap theatrical company has offered you a position tramping

around the country, you think you will become a star. Stay

here and I will give you a four hundred acre farm. You have

already had four years' education in an agricultural school,

and you could manage a farm easily. Not many boys of your

age have such a fine opportunity as this. I want you to marry

Edith Hudgens and settle down."

Joe was quiet for a few minutes, and then said with de-

cision: "I'm going on the stage, and Edith will wait for me."

"She's a fool if she does," answerd his father, "and you

know James Smith is making every effort to win her affection,

anyway. She would make you a fine wife, and I would be

proud to call her my daughter-in-law."

'

* * * * * . * *

That night, as Joe called on Edith, he remembered what his

father had said about her, and he now deemed she was more

beautiful than ever, and for a moment the thought flashed

over his mind that it would be better to stay at home and

marry her. But, no—he would stick to his word and go to the

stage. After they had talked about twenty minutes as usual,

he began telling her his plans of going on the stage, and of the

glorious future he anticipated. How he, some day, when he

became a star and had become a wealthy man, would come
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back and marry her. She listened to his story very attentively,

and by the time he had finished she had become very pale.

But in all this discussion she noticed that he did not regret
very much leaving her.

Edith, deep down in her heart, was strangely touched, but,

being proud, she would not show it. She and Joe from little

children had been always together, and now she did not know
how it would be after Joe went away. He would soon forget
her and marry some city girl.

After he had bidden her good-bye, she went to her room
and threw herself on her bed. She felt, somehow, that she
had told Joe good-bye forever, and she now realized that she
was second in his thoughts.

John Watson was also much hurt over his son leaving him,
and he knew that Joe would not make a success on the stage

;

but as it was impossible to stop him, he thought it would be
better to let him go on and learn a lesson for himself.

Letters came very infrequently from Joe, and as the weeks
and months went on they grew indifferent, telling not much
about success, but a great deal about hard work.
Now, after Joe had left, James Smith saw his chance, and

soon he and Edith grew very friendly. He was a little older

than Joe, and was a graver and a more sensible boy. Edith
found attractions in him that she had never before found in

Joe, and she now wondered how she had ever loved Joe. They
went rowing and riding together nearly every day; in fact,

they stayed together as much as had she and Joe in the past.

This was now a year and a half since Joe had departed,

and Edith had about ceased to think of him at all. Her life

had become interwoven with that of James', and she now was
as happy as she had been in former days.

* * * * * * *

When Joe first joined the theatrical company he was much
charmed with it and thought he could carry out his ambition
and become a great actor. But soon he found out that being

an actor was not as easy a position as it seemed. He had an
inferior part in the play, and naturally did not receive much
pay. He soon became acquainted with some of the actors
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of a base disposition and he was finally led into gambling.

Being a new hand in the game, he soon lost all the money

which he had made. His clothes became threadbare, and he

would have written home to his father for money but he was

too proud to do so. Many, many times now he wished he

had taken his father's advice and stayed at home, where he

and Edith probably would have been married and living hap-

pily on their farm in the suburbs of the village; but here he

was traveling from city to city, making barely enough money

to keep him living.

Very soon the show season ended, and Joe was left penni-

less, with nothing but his threadbare clothes and a gold watch,

which his mother had given him on her deathbed; but he

resolved to starve before he would sell this. Finally he got

a positon as clerk in a small grocery store ; still he could not

leave on the meagre salary. So he wandered from place to

place, working at anything he could make a living.

* * * * * * *

Late one afternoon, as John Watson was returning from

the fields, he glanced toward the house and saw his son com-

ing in the gate
—

"the prodigal had come home." There was

the same walk and tilt of the head, but his eyes had a cowardly

look and the expression on his face was rather appealing.

"Father," the young man said, "I have come to you again.

You were right and I was wrong. My ambition has been a

failure. At first I vowed I would not come back home, but I

have starved long enough. Won't you take me back? I will

work in the fields, plow—or do anything. Won't you take

me back?"

"Why, sure, my son," said the glad father. "This is your

home. I guess you now have a good deal more sense than

you had two years ago, and that you have learned a lesson

for yourself. We will forget the past and you can work here

with me."

"Father, whose new house is that up the road ?" asked the

son a little later. "There was a lot of new furniture being

caried into it as I passed."

"My son," he said sadly, "that is James Smith's. He and
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Edith were married last week and are now on their honey-
moon."

Joe dropped the package which he was carrying and stared at
his father.

"Since you left," the old man continued, "James has pros-
pered and is now one of the best business men in the village."

Joe picked up the package and said sadly: "Well, a fellow
has got to pay in this world for all his foolish pranks, and I

have paid in full." H. L. C, '15.

o

Pontius Pilate

Behold, I canot dwell one hour more.
Surely I must not linger in this world.

I've wrought unwell, I've failed, I've lost the chance
Which was made mine. In vain I've washed my hands,
Still doth Christ's blood stain them. I gave consent
Fearing the evil scorns of mighty Caesar,

Unwilling, believing Christ was innocent,

And He was crucified. Remorse, remorse,
Sweet gift of death, my soul is strangely wearied,
So let it be no more of time with me.

0 Christ, I'm sorry I zvas a weak man;
I'm sorry that I gave the black consent;

But now too late, forever and forever,

My hope, and all to me that makes life good.
When once one does a thing, then it is done,

Nor can he change it then, since hours flee

Fast from this world. O Christ, beneath the thief

With wretched Judas lost in scorching hell,

I, who judged Thee, must pay the penalty

Of taking a wrong step.

Saviour, Thou wast,

Indeed I knew the fact, and I feared Thee.
Still, somehow, led by wicked men, I fell,

Fell ne'er to rise again. O Thy sad face,

E'er can I see it, e'er can I behold
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The deep expression on it—still too late.

Dust is my body's end. I must admit

I sought vain honors, lived with selfish pride,

Deemed pleasure all; but now, O Christ, I feel

That as he who drinks of the colored wine

Is he who sips the juice from pleasure's cup.

Now, Christ, it must be finished, I must die.

Fate holds no other thing than this for me.

Forgive me for the blight, be merciful

When Thou art Judge. Thou will return for evil

Good things, I know.

I die beneath a cross

By my own hands, these hands that are so stained

By Thy pure blood. Mercy, O Christ. I close.

Warren Ariail, '16.

o

Gwendolyn

"Your turn next, Altman," I said, when the round of ap-

plause that was given Harold had subsided. There was a

group of some half-dozen of us gathered around a well-heated

stove. We had finished college several years before, and this

was the first time some of us had seen each other since the

day of our graduation. After a few glad words of greeting

and hearty handshakes, we had begun recounting the many

adventures, romances, and experiences that had befallen us

since college days. Altman, the latest arrival to the group,

flicked the ashes from his cigar and began

:

"As you all remember, I was, the very year after leaving

college, freed from the necessity of work by the death of a rich

uncle, who bequeathed me all his property, leaving me in easy

circumstances for life. I knew of no better way of spending

time and money than in travel, and within a few years I

had visited not only the most interesting cities of the United

States, but many European countries as well. For a time I

enjoyed the gay society of Paris, the beautiful views to be seen

from the River Rhine, the romantic scenery of Switzerland,
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the unrivalled evenings at Venice, and the glorious majesty
of the Alps. Tiring of these, however, I had embarked for
Africa, and there I spent a few months in hunting 'big game.'
By this time I was ready again to return to America. New
York attracted me for a short time, but I soon wearied of the
gay, thronging streets and the countless demands of a busy
social life. Going to Tennessee, I made my temporary home
at the small mountain town of H , which seemed to offer

itself as a retreat where I might enjoy quiet and repose for as
long a time as I should like.

"It was there that I met Gwendolyn. Young, comely and
graceful, she attracted me as had none of the gay society belles

whose acquaintance I had made. She was an orphan, and
had been living for several years with some distant relatives,

whose home was at H . I found out afterward that her
father had once been fairly well-to-do, but had engaged in wild
speculation and lost almost all his property, at his death leav-

ing but a small sum of money in the bank for his only child,

Gwendolyn.

"Gwendolyn had never been outside of H , but
seemed quite content with her simple life there. Few
travelers chanced ever to visit such a remote mountain vil-

lage, but Gwendolyn always liked to be told of the great, busy
world that lay outside her native mountains. Many an even-
ing she spent listening intently as I told of my travels and
experiences, of the scenery of the Alps, and of the adventures
that had befallen me. We spent many pleasant afternoons
together, visiting the interesting scenes in the neighborhood
of H-

, which seem to some people so picturesque, but which
seemed to me, after seeing the Alps, quite tame. Sometimes
we would sit for hours beside the cool, shady little spring that
bursts from the rocks and is nobody knows how old. On these

occasions I did most of the talking, Gwendolyn listening in-

tently to all I said, now interruping me to ask a question or to

have me explain some petty detail ; now glowing with interest

as I told her of an adventure, or as she imagined herself in

the situations I described. One afternoon I gave her a neck-
lace of pearls which I had bought in Paris, merely because it
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struck my fancy; and after reaching her home she gave me

one of her pictures, which I have never parted with.

"One day I left H , and was gone for several days.

Upon my return there seemed a change in Gwendolyn's atti-

tude toward me. She seemed as eager as ever to be told of

the great world beyond the mountains, but there was a certain

restraint between us; she appeared more dignified, a trifle

haughty^not quite the same simple mountain girl I had known.

When I asked for an explanation of her apparent change of

attitude, she gave me no satisfactory reason. It was but a

passing fancy, I thought; probably if I would leave H
for a few weeks, upon my return I would find her as con-

genial as ever.

"A call came to me from a distant city—business of con-

siderable importance demanded my attention. I went for one

more stroll with Gwendolyn. As we were returning, laden

with mountain flowers—especially of rhododendron and moun-

tain laurel—I told her I would not see her again for some time,

as I would leave H the next day. She received this news

without great show of emotion. I came near telling her of my

great love for her and asking her to be my wife. However, not

believing that I would receive a favorable reply, I introduced

some other subject for consideration. After this most of the

journey back to H was made in silence. I could imagine

no possible reason for being treated coldly since my few days'

absence from H . So far as I knew, I had no rival, and I

could think of no offense of mine which would cause a revul-

sion of Gwendolyn's feeling. When I told her good-bye, I

thought it would be only a short while before seeing her

again.

"However, I was gone longer than I expected, and when

I returned to H I was astonished to learn that Gwendolyn

had left some month or two before, going to W ,
the

largest city of a neighboring State. She had led her relatives

and friends to believe that she was to join a theatrical com-

pany. Hastily making what few preparations were necessary,

I left H and went to W . Not many days after my

arrival in the latter town imagine my surprise upon finding
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Gwendolyn working as a common salesgirl in a department
store

! She wore a wearied look upon her face, and I could
hardly see in this ordinary saleswoman the Gwendolyn I had
known a few months ago. After a few words of greeting, I

tried to learn from her the reason of her coming to W .

She gave me no satisfactory explanation; it even seemed that
my interest in her was a source of irritation. She soon moved
away to wait on a customer. I detained her no longer.

"Approaching one of the other saleswomen, I inquired
how much salary Gwendolyn was receiving, which was only
six dollars a week. I left the store, puzzled to know how
Gwendolyn could earn a living at such meagre wages. I shud-
dered, too, as I thought of the perils and temptations of a
homeless laboring girl in such a city as W .

"Towards night, from a drug store across the street, I saw
Gwendolyn emerge from her place of employment. She was
joined outside the door by a young man whom I had never
seen before. I learned from a bystander that the name of
her companion was Ormond. I noticed that his face,

which had probably once been handsome, now showed lines

of dissipation and wore a cold, cunning smile. He was well-

dressed and, judging from his appearance, might be a man of
some means.

"A few evenings later I followed the couple to a high-priced
restaurant. I was soon seated near them, hidden from their

view by a newspaper I pretended to read. Leading her to a
table, he gave their order, and they were soon engaged in an ani-

mated conversation. He spared no expense, but had a lux-

urious feast served. He ordered wine, and she made no pro-
test. Was I dreaming, or was this the Gwendolyn I had met
the previous summer, a simple, innocent mountain maid ? En-
gaged in such thoughts, I let the paper I was holding fall to
the floor. However, they were too interested in each other
to notice me, and I quickly recovered the paper. Soon after-

ward they rose from their places at the table, he paid the bill,

and they passed out of the building. Before following I hastily

swallowed a drink myself. When I found myself again on the
street, they were nowhere to be seen.
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"The next afternoon I followed them from the restaurant

to a moving-picture show, leaving which they boarded a street

car and reached Gwendolyn's lodgings—a small, unpretentious

cottage in a section of the city considerably removed from the

busy thoroughfares. Not waiting for another car, I walked

back to my own hotel.

"I saw no more of Gwendolyn during the few days longer

I spent at W . I felt as if I would like to travel again, to

forget I had ever known such a girl as Gwendolyn. My feeling

of love for her was giving way to a feeling of pity. Wishing

to do something for her, I decided that I would mail her a

sum of money. With this she might at least live comfortably

for some time, and, if she liked, break off her connections

with Ormond, who, I grew more and more convinced, was a

rascal. Whether the money reached her I do not know ;
at any

rate, she did not break off her engagements with Ormond—

probably she did not wish to. I was sorry afterward that I

le ft w without meeting this wretch face to face and

seeing that he should leave off all his attentions.

"Leaving W , I spent some three or four years in con-

stant travel, revisiting some of the interesting scenes I had

seen before, and seeing others for the first time. Feeling no

especial desire to be again in W , even after I had landed

in America, it was quite a while before I found myself again

in w . Upon inquiry at the store where she had worked,

I learned that Gwendolyn was no longer employed there. I

had sought her mostly out of curiosity, feeling no longer my

old love for her, which I had almost entirely forgotten.*******
"A few evenings after arriving in W I was seated in the

X Y Z Club room. Around the stove sat some half-dozen

men who had not followed the example of most of the mem-

bers and returned to their homes. I had been trying to read

a magazine article, but unable to center my mind on it, I

threw down the magazine and almost dropped to sleep.

"Suddenly the door was flung open and in lounged a half-

drunken wretch whom I did not at first recognize. He burst

forth into a violent speech, telling of a visit to the most hor-
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rible den of vice in five States, boasting how he had lured
from her mountain home a beautiful young girl and had in-

duced her to come to the city. Then, with evident satisfac-

tion, he gave such a description of her that to me it could be
no other than Gwendolyn herself. Last of all, in drunken
accents, he told of the necklace of pearls she always wore,
a gift from whom she would not tell.

"Someone seemed interested and was asking questions, evi-

dently thinking it an excellent joke. For a moment I was too
dazed to act ; then I understood, or thought I understood, all ;

this wretch had been the cause of Gwendolyn's fall, and was
boasting of his crime." This was the wretch who had taken
her to restaurants, moving-picture shows, and other places of
amusement and started her on that path that leads downward,
having started on which so very few ever turn back. Yes,
I understood now ; the wretch had poisoned her innocent mind
and soul; had set a white-slave agent on her track; and she
had not stopped till she was an inmate of this most horrible

den of vice! Yes, it was only too simple, and I, leaping up,

overturning a chair in my excitement, I rushed across the
room toward him while he was still speaking.

" 'You wretch, beast ! You worse than devil !' I could think
of no term low enough to fit him. 'You'll pay dearly for this

!'

" 'Hie
! So that's your game, eh ?' and before I had reached

him he thrust his right hand into his back pocket and drew
therefrom a shiny revolver. Inwardly cursing myself for
my forgetfulness in not bringing my own weapon with me
tonight, I hurled myself upon him, planting a blow on his

temple before he had time to fire. Cursing me, he had re-

treated a step and was out of reach and had the pistol raised.

I blindly threw my left hand before my face and went at him
again. There was a flash ; the bullet barely grazed my sleeve,

and the next instant I seemed to feel a hot iron passing
through my left shoulder. With a final effort, I pushed for-

ward, struck aside his lifted hand, and the next bullets went
to the ceiling. The smoke was still streaming from the bar-
rel, but the magazine was empty ; no more fire belched forth

from its muzzle. Everything seemed to be turning around. I
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struck him once more. This time he fell, his head hitting the

floor, and lay motionless. Then all was blank.*******
"When I regained consciousness I did not at first know

where I was. Everything was so quiet; I looked about me,

hoping to see something that would give me an idea as to

where I was. The slight movement of my neck caused a dull,

heavy painin my left shoulder. Then I remembered. I heard

a slight rustling of skirts, and a moment later a nurse was

bending over me. I was in a hospital.

"'Did I kill him?' I asked.

" 'it's all right/ she said, 'but you must ask no questions,

nor excite yourself in any way for several days/ Then she

administered a sleeping potion, which I swallowed without

asking further questions. A few moments later I was sleep-

ing, dreaming of the lovely mountain maiden I had met at

H—."

"But what of Gwendolyn?" Dana asked, for Altman had

ceased speaking, as if his story were finished.

"Of course," he resumed, "it was several weeks before I

fully recovered. One afternoon, as I was leisurely threading

my way along the crowded streets of W , I saw Gwendo-

lyn. She was alone and seemed utterly dejected, walking

listlessly along. She seemed not to care where she went. I

did not at first recognize her, but seeing the necklace of pearls,

which she still wore, I knew it was Gwendolyn. Stepping into

a store, I let her pass without seeing me, and then followed

her, undecided at first what I should do. No need to ask her

why she was on the streets alone and with no friends, no home

!

Robbed of her freshness and beauty, she was no longer a

source of profit to those wolves of men into whose hands she

had fallen, and now she had been turned ruthlessly into the

world.

"I was not long in deciding what course to take. Overtaking

Gwendolyn, I offered to lead her to the Rescue Home, not far

away. She did not object, and in a few moments we had left

the crowded street and were in a less noisy, less crowded part

of town. She told me her story. I found that during the few
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days of my absence from H
, when I had been called awayon business she had met Ormond. Glib-tongued, artful

wicked, he had painted the city in glowing terms; and she'
ignorant mnocent, had believed all he said. She was soon disl
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received the lowest of wages. She had few acquaintances andno close friends to counsel her and warn her of the many
dangers that beset a working girl i„ a large city. In herone mess^she had accepted all the advances of Ormond and
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"By this time we had reached the Rescue Home. Gwen-dolyn was kindly received. However, she seemed to have nohope, no interest in anything, no desire to live longer. It wasnot many weeks before I was notified that she had quietlv
passed away She had imagined herself wandering once moreover the rocky peaks in the neighborhood of H gatherrng as she went, turns of rhododendron blossoms. She hadwtshed to leave a message:
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- Leaning nearer, I looked into the eyes of aface all wreathed with smiles and dimples. It was (W
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A Drinking Song

(From Catullus.)

Servant, as the festive ruler orders,

Bring forth cups of old Falernian wine-

Wine as full of juice as grapes themselves—and

Place before these guests of mine.

Wine and water make no pleasing mixture'.

Unadulterated wine for me!

Hence depart, then, water, to the sober—

This is the Thyonian sea! D. L. E., 13.

—o—

Breaking the Bonds of Happiness

This is truly an age of great material development, and it is

none the less great for its intellectual advancement. But with

every achievement of modern thought and action, there seems

to be still one startling fact the causes of which deserve no lit-

tle attention. The fact is that happiness as a part of human

life is fast disappearing. We will at once ask ourselves why

it is that with increased wealth and intelligence there could be

a corresponding decrease in the standards of happy existence.

Certainly there must be some reason which will explain, in a

great degree, the causes which underlie this tragedy of life.

Before attempting to answer directly the question which is

thus introduced, let us ask still another question. What is

happiness? To be sure, it is an abstract term which deals

primarily with the spirit of man rather than with the physical

and mental state. This is true in the sense that everything

noble has its beginning in the spirit, although happiness is

finally very closely related to those other faculties. Relating

thus to the spirit, there are no words which will adequately

define it No nearer can we come to it than to quote these

words from Coleridge: "It is one main fact of happiness that

he that is happy doth know and judge himself to be so.
_

It

is then a condition of the very soul which prompts the mind

and body with its own peculiar nature. In the earlier days a

man was happy if he earned all that was necessary to the com-

fort of himself and family. By the fireside in the evenings
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he and the other members of that sacred group were thrilled
with a common feeling of love toward one another. The little
ones playing gayly; the mother busy with some household
duty; the father sitting idly by, resting his tired body after
the exertions of the day; an occasional break of laughter,
joined in heartily by young and old alike; some reading from
the Book of Books, followed by bowed heads around the
family altar; then refreshing sleep and a peaceful awak-
ening—all these things went into the building of hap-
piness, and no person was really happy unless he felt the
powerful influence of them all. True happiness has always
been, and always will be, measured by one's ability to associ-
ate peacefully and lovingly with the nearest human relations.
This brings the subject directly to the home, which is the
fundamental stone in the structure. The breaking up of the
home is essentially, then, the breaking up of happiness.
Having arrived at a definite basis, we are now prepared to

say why people are less happy at the present time than in
former times. It is because of the breaking up of the home
which is the seat of happiness. In its simplest meaning, the
home is the abode of the family, the place where that circle
of relatives may get nearer together. This abode is being
broken up, as a bird's nest is broken up in summer and the
young ones scattered—the only difference being that the nest
is destroyed by some cruel onslaught from without, while the
home is being rent into numerous divisons by the dwellers
themselves. The process which leads to the final disruption
is rather complex, and consequently must be viewed here only
in its most important aspects.

Perhaps there is no other factor in modern life which tends
so forcibly to undermine the stability of the family circle than
the present-day race for wealth. Business of one kind or an-
other engages the time and intellect of a man, and soon he
becomes negligent—often careless—concerning domestic af-
fairs; he becomes literally crazed in the making and losing of
money. Such a man during the day sees neither wife nor
children, and at night, when he comes home with a distracted
mind, he is prone to steal away to a club, where he may in some

aftafd v uiuujj* v urn
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degree forget business cares. If his business is failing, he

cannot bear the idea of disclosing such facts to his family. Or

if the business is progressing, he is so much concerned about

some new enterprise that there is no time for family devotions.

In short, men are so filled with the "get-rich-quick" spirit that

this one thing engages every faculty all the time.

But we must not be unjust in supposing that only the busi-

ness man himself is responsible for this severing of the house-

hold ties. To be truly respectful to him, we must assert that

he is acting primarily according to a conscientious sense of

obligation. Apart from him, however, there is often a lack

of gratitude on the part of other members of the family group.

Thus it is that when a man comes from his office in the even-

ing there is no cordial welcome, no sweet smile, no sign of love

and affection. Instead, there is a coldness in the manner of

the wife which is often repulsive. For this reason a man seems

justified in seeking other sources of amusement and pleasure,

and the social club is the only solution. It is often true, more-

over, that the wife is so much rushed with some so-called

social duty that she has no time to devote to domestic affairs.

This causes a breach between husband and wife, which is the

most potent factor in disrupting the home.

In view of such facts, it is easy to understand how the

children in a home are very often neglected and left to direct

their own youthful development. This is all the more serious

since there is such a variety of amusements, particularly in

quality, and the young person is sure to patronize the most

fascinating and, consequently, the most dangerous of these.

There being no restraint from the home, it is only a matter of

course that the influence of the street prevails. The son finds

things that are interesting to him and he cares little for his

dwelling place. The daughter is attracted by the fascination

of social events, and the once united home now becomes only

a divided aggregation, with none of the beauty or the pleasure

that is bound to come from a really united family. Happiness

wanes. There is indeed a great excitement and seeming pleas-

ure in the rush and bustle of the world, but sooner or later the

disunion will surely lead to nothing but pathos.
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It remains, then, for those who love the simple, strong
and unswerving bonds of the home to instill into their own
lives such a devotion to that cause that the influences of the
domestic circle may again be revived. And, despite the
dangerous influence of wealth, there may still be realized the
tenderness and sweetness which can prevail only in the home.

J. E. R, '14.

-o-

Harold's Motto
The Professor, a man of fifty years, stood in the porch of

Mil ford School, pulling lustily at the bell rope. Children with
bright faces tripped merrily along beside their parents to the
school. It was a pleasant day; everybody seemed to be filled
with joy. Inside were gathered all sizes of children, seated
beside their parents. The Professor arose, spoke at length
upon the prospects of the ensuing year and the urgent need
of co-operation on the part of the parents. After which he
dismissed the children to their various class rooms to be
graded.

Some time later Mrs. Jones made a visit to the school. She
noticed a little motto hanging in a prominent place on the
wall and, after examining it more closely, became curious to
know who made it. The teacher told her that her son, Harold
had made it nearly a month ago. This made the mother feel
proud of her son. Having obtained the motto from the
teacher/ she carried it home, hoping that her son would live
up to his motto.

Harold grew up a kind-hearted boy. On many occasions
he proved himself true and upright. His friends were nu-
merous. When he had but another year in the high school,
his mother began to think of sending him to college. This
soon became a topic for discussion around the fireside.
Harold began to grow weary of the drudgery of school life.

His thoughts were now of quitting school and going to work
He was beginning to think seriously about making money. His
very nature was undergoing a severe strain. Often his mother
would have long talks with him about the kind of man she
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wanted him to be. He would sit listening attentively to his

mother, but he felt deep down in his soul a yearning to go

to work. Yet he had courage enough to keep this from his

mother ; for he knew full well what the consequences would

be. With these two very different forces at work, Harold

hesitatingly forced himself through the last year of the high

school. Now only three months lay between him and college.

Week after week he thought seriously of the future. How

he longed to go out into life ! He was willing to accept almost

anything that would take him away from school life.

One day, while Harold was standing around a soda fountain

in his city, he was approached by Mr. Samuel Wood, a c

engineer, who was looking for a boy to carry the chain while

he surveyed the old Moss tract, near the city. He had nothing

to do that day, and consented to go. While carrying the

chain he became very enthusiastic over engineering. Mr.

Wood gave him much encouragement; he assured him that it

was a well-paying business, if one would go West and take big

jobs. As Mr. Wood was going West the following week, he

asked Harold to go with him.
.

Harold told his mother all about his plan to be a civil

engineer in the West. After a few days, his mother, seeing

that he was going anyway, said : "You may go, but you go

against my wishes."8
* ******

Harold had been with Mr. Wood nearly a year, when one

day they had a quarrel that resulted in Harold's quitting.

However, being forced to leave the camp, he moved to a small

town nearby. Here he visited the saloon often ;
drink soon

became the ruling power in his life. He tried to work but

his employer soon found him to be unqualified for any kind

of work. The saloon now almost became his home. It was

not long before he had a band of ruffians around him and

became their leader. Thoughts of his home and mother were

now a thing of the past. He had not received a letter from

home since he left the railroad camp. All self-respect and

manhood were gone. He did not awake to his condition unti

his last dollar had been broken. The boys of his band were all
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standing around the saloon when he walked up. They all

seemed to be cheerful and gay, but Harold had a deep, solemn
look upon his face.

"What's the matter, Jones?" asked one of the boys.
"Oh, nothing much; just feel a little bad," replied Harold.
"What ails you ? Have you a pain anywhere ?"

"No; there is nothing the matter but that I am broke," re-
plied Harold.

(

°ne of the band, placing his hand upon his shoulder, said

:

"Cheer up, old boy; I have a scheme. Listen, tomorrow is

pay day at the railroad camp. We can easily disguise our-
selves and make that haul."

Harold, impressed with the scheme, said: "Boys, can we
do it and get off with it?"

"Yes," came from every throat.

"All right; we will take that five thousand before the sun
goes down tomorrow. Meet at my room just before time to start
for the bend in the road. Be sure to bring a mask with you."

p

He then turned and started to his room. He had a restless
night. All the next morning his mind was in a continual
whirl. He felt very much out of place. That evening the
boys began to file in.

"Boys," said Harold, "are you ready? Do you mean to
play the part of men, and not of cowards?"

"Yes," they all shouted.

"Where is your mask, Jones?" asked one of the boys.
"By Jove !

I haven't made it yet. Wait a minute." Scram-
bling down into his trunk, tossing things out upon the floor,
he brought forth the old Bible before he knew it. One of
the boys picked it up and began turning through it. His eyes
fell upon the little motto, "I will obey mother." He called
out to Harold

: "What is this you've got in your trunk—T will
obey mother?' You obey mother, don't you—?"

Harold, straightening up, seized the motto and sank back
into a chair. One of the boys spoke up : "What is the matter,
Jones? That is nothing but a piece of paper ; be a man; come
on. Make a mask out of this old Bible cover and let's be
gone !"
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At this Harold rose to his feet, filled with indignation.

"What! Tear the cover off my mother's Bible? No, never!

I have broken my mother's heart by coming West. I have

been one of you, but I can't be any longer. T will obey

mother.'" G. T. H., '15.

o

To a Skylark

D. L. EDWARDS, '13.

Cloud-frequenting,

Ne'er lamenting,

Unrelenting

Singer, from your throat

Comes a magic note,

As you seem to float,

With a golden flash of feathers,

Far above the blooming heather,

In the all-pervading ether,

And my soul is stirred,

Sweetly singing bird,

As your music's heard;

Ever soaring, ever singing,

And your message freely flinging,

And your trackless course still winging,

Do you take your flight

Upward still, sweet sprite,

Till you're lost to sight.

Thus continuing, always soaring,

All your magic soul outpouring,

While I stand and list, adoring,

Wond'ring at that voice—
That enchanting, magic voice—
That doth make my heart rejoice.

As, your course not one time shifting,

Heavenward I see you drifting,

All my soul, it seems, you're lifting

With you, till you rise

Into the skies,

And your magic music dies.
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§ EDITORIAL DEPARTMENT I

We are afraid that there are a few
Plagiarism people who do not understand the full

meaning of the word, or, if they do,
they lack a proper conception of the gravity of committing such
an act. Webster gives, "to appropriate without due acknowl-
edgement the ideas or expressions of another." This, it will
be seen, includes cases where authors adopt plots which they
have taken from moving-picture plays they have seen. Merely
writing down what you saw in the picture show and handing
it in as a story does not come under the head of "original
contributions," with which only The Journal deals. We call

this to the attention of several who have misunderstood this
detail.
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The students have done wisely in ex-

The Honor System tending the honor system as a unit over

the entire college. Up to this time each

class was responsible for its members, and no man reported

cheating unless the culprit came from his class. Now, any

man who sees another using unfair help is in honor bound to

report him, whether he be from his own class or not. Failure

to do this is sufficient grounds to suspend him.

This is a good step, and we are glad to see the movement

carried out by the students themselves. Correcting this evil,

or any other, can only be done by creating among the student

society contempt for the practice, which will arouse indigna-

tion enough to stop it. If the standard of the students them-

selves is not such that will stop the practice, no regulation of

their superior authorities will do so.

Where the honor system needs strengthening even more,

however, is not by creating an antipathy against riding on the

campus as it is in making indifferent students, who would

scorn to ride themselves, feel the consciousness of a common

honor, which they must defend at all hazards. An awakened

social sentiment against riding is not sufficient, but we must

have this plus a determination to defend the honor of the

group and to punish all who violate it.

You are about to complete four

Seniors years of study and receive your di-

plomas. Having finished your prepa-

ration, you step from the quietness of a college campus into

the hurried bustle of life. To you it is an epoch of eternal

significance, but to the world only an unimportant event, an

incident in its development. Laughing at the easy assump-

tion of the graduate, it calls derisively upon him to reform

the world, snickering as he seriously undertakes the task.

But we like the eternal confidence of youth—the optimistic

flavor of success found in most young men—the spirit that

says, "I'll try," and begins the work in the face of opposition,

sneers, and prophecies of failure. Ambitious? Surely, for

without the desire to emulate we would make no progress.
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Idealistic? We hope, for materialism looms so large on our

national horizon as to obscure the brilliancy of service. Im-

practical? Yes, for often the ideals are too lofty, the sacrifices

too great, the genius too premature for the great mass of men
to call them practical.

But, to every serious-minded young man, well equipped and

active, the world in reality as well as fancy lies at your feet.

You have but to gather the laurels you please, not without

labor, however. The elbow room of the mighty comes only

after slowly climbing the ladder round by round, and upon
the objects you seek the world has set a price which you must
pay to obtain them. Your future rests with you—no man, no

circumstance, save God Himself, can keep you from receiving

the just merits of your labor. Therefore,

"Trust in thine own untried capacity

As thou wouldst trust in God Himself.

Thy soul is but an emanation from the whole.

Thou dost not dream what forces

Lie in thee, fast and unfathomable as the grandest sea

;

Thy silent mind o'er diamond caves may roll.

Go seek them, but let pilot will control

Those passions which thy favoring winds may be.

Such triumphs as no mortal ever gained may yet be thine

If thou wilt place thy trust in thy Creator and thyself.

At length

Some feet shall press to heights yet unattained, why not

thine own?
Press on. Achieve ! Achieve !"

Following a storm that swept from
A National Disaster west to east with tremendous rapidity

and destruction, an immense rainfall in

the valley of the Mississippi and its tributaries have caused
these streams to swell to such proportions that thousands have
been rendered homeless by the invasion of the flood, hundreds
were drowned, and untold thousands of dollars worth of

property destroyed. Reports from the Ohio river, which felt
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the effects of the torrent first and probably worse, tell of many
tales of suffering, privation and death, mixed in here and there

with personal daring and sacrifice.

When one views the immense territory drained by these

streams, he can approximately estimate the herculean task con-

fronting the authorities who are now busy preparing the Mis-

sissippi for the strain that will take place against her levees

when this immense volume of water is being carried to the

Gulf of Mexico. All along the river dykes are being strength-

ened and people are leaving the lowlands. At this writing

the waters of the Mississippi have just begun to rise, and no

one can estimate whether the dykes will hold without a break

or not.

But with all the suffering this catastrophe simply illustrates

the old saying, the darkness brings out the stars. Hearing

the cry of their afflicted brethren, contributions poured in from

all over the nation, the Federal government hurried its trained

men to the scene, forwarded food, clothing and shelter for the

destitute, and at the same time the National Red Cross, backed

by individual contributions, strained every effort to alleviate

the suffering in the unfortunate districts. One interesting

fact is the refusal by the authorities of all foreign offers of

financial aid, for just as in the case of the San Francisco dis-

aster, we feel that America is rich enough to care for its own

disabled.

This is not the first case of destruction along these rivers

(this time confined almost entirely to the Ohio), and it shows

the vital necessity of protecting by all the means at our pos-

session the few remaining forests in this part of the country.

It is not within our power to explain all natural phenomena,

but enough has been learned of forestry and the study of its

relation to floods to make plain that we are now paying for

our foolishness in the waste of our once mighty forests. A
few hundred acres of government forests may have checked

this flood by holding the waters back, giving time for it to

be carried to the gulf gradually without loss of life or property.
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The end of the Balkan War is almost
The Balkan War here, at least the early stage of it. The

remaining question to be decided is

whether or not the big powers of Europe will become involved
in a far greater conflict. As this article is written the battle-
ships of five of the great powers are blockading Antivari, the
Adriatic seaport of tiny Montenegro, in order to forcibly im-
press her with their determination that she cannot possess
herself of Scutari. Back of it all, as far as we can see, is the
Pan-Germanic ideal of extending German territory southward
from Austria at the expense of Turkey to the Persian Gulf,
where Germany already has a port of concession. Austria
fears the enlargement of Servia and Montenegro, two king-
doms inhabited by Servians, because her southern inhabitants
are also Servian, and should the national feeling get prominent
they would look southward towards their kinsmen rather
than northward to the German and Magyr capital, Vienna.
When the war first opened Europe looked pityingly on the

allies who dared meet the "terrible Turk" on land, for the
efficiency of the Turkish army, recently trained by German
officers, was highly regarded in Europe. However, the
promptness and unity with which the allies acted gave founda-
tion for the suspicion that all the details of the war had been
perfected before taking any action. Montenegro declared war
and attacked Scutaria ; Greece attacked at Janina ; the Bulgar-
ians attacked Adrianople. The fall of these cities, together with
Bulgarian successes at Kirk Killiseh and Lule Burgas, have
given the allies undisputed victory. Turkey has placed her
cause in the hands of the great powers, who attempt empiri-
cally to designate the terms of peace.

The allies, however, are well served in the diplomatic ser-

vice as well as the field. Up to the Conference of London the
Bulgarian general, Savov, was matched by the astute Greek
premier, Canejelas. No one who followed the Conference at
London could neglect to notice the firmness and decision on
the part of the allies, and when at length the Conference was
terminated the ally delegation placed the responsibility for
renewing the war clearly upon Turkey, who had been forced
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by her people to act against the recommendations of the great

powers. Now, the second phase of the peace negotiations

commence, several months after the London Conference.

There seem to be three points of difference in the terms as

proposed by the great powers and those considered acceptable

to the allies. First, indemnity ; the powers in their note the

first of the month declared they could not entertain the idea

of a money indemnity. The allies replied that they considered

it a necessity. Second, the Aegean islands. The great powers

wish to leave their disposition to themselves ; the allies stipu-

late that the terms of peace must give them to the Balkans.

Third, Albania. On account of the jealousies mentioned be-

fore, Austria insisted on a large independent state of Albania

in order to check Servian and Greek ambition, in which state

the city of Scutari must be included. However, Montenegro,

the smallest kingdom in Europe, refuses to allow this city, so

essential to her defense, to come under the rule of another.

The powers have dispatched warships to blockade the Mon-

tenegrian coast, but how far the powers are agreed is un-

known, and it is a fact that the allies are standing with Mon-

tenegro. Austria is disposed to push the affair to the end, but

if she did so a European war might result. Public opinion

in England and France, as well as kinship in Russia, make

these powers lean towards the allies, for they do not think they

ought to lose the fruits of their victory. We admire the

plucky Balkan States for holding out for their own peace

terms, not bowing to the great powers.

Editorial Notes

In the next issue of The Journal will appear a complete

financial statement. The staff believes that the students should

know what is done with the money entrusted to their care, and

we believe we set a precedent in matters of this kind. Should

any other organization that handles student money care to

follow the lead, we will allow them space in the next issue to

do so.



Wofford College Journal. 47

Humanity is a strange thing indeed. Man in the individual
cases is even more odd. We read of one man who drove a
ten-penny nail into his wife's skull, and of a prisoner in France
who leaped to his death rather than stand trial or be punished
for crimes he committed. Pick up any newspaper and read
the queer antics performed in various parts of the world by
some men, and reflect that he is one of yourself.

The effect of the Balkan War has been exceedingly great in
the balance of power so nicely adjusted hitherto. Germany
now increases her army by nearly 200,000, because she fears
Austria will be unable to help her as much with a strong
Balkan confederacy to her south as she could without it.

France follows by lengthening her term of service to three
years. England has decided to expend large sums on her
aerial defense, etc. Surely the next European war will be a
jim-dandy.

What has become of the challenge that has been issued to
Wofford for a debate? The officer who has it should at least

perform the courtesy of informing the students that he has
received it, and also let us know what he has done with
it. As the students are concerned in it, and as he was
elected to represent their wishes, not to decide for them,
we think it would be proper to let them decide about it. It is

too late to debate this year, but arrangements should be made
for an early meet next Fall.
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CLINKSCALES CLUB.
The student body met in chapel and organized a Clinkscales

Club, which has as its purpose: "Boost Prof. Clink for Gov-

ernor." Since compulsory education is the platform on which

Prof. Clinkscales will run in the gubernatorial race of 1914*

every student in college will have a chance at the head of

which will be a man of the highest type.

Luther K. Brice, of this city, was elected president of the

club; H. Manning, of Latta, was elected vice-president; and

W. W. Daniel, Jr., of Columbia, was elected secretary and

treasurer. An executive committee was appointed to look

after the interests of the club and to formulate plans as to

the best methods to pursue in connection with the campaign.

Also a resolution committee was appointed, which drafted the

following resolutions

:

Whereas, Dr. John G. Clinkscales has announced himself a

candidate for the Democratic nomination for Governor in

1914; and,

Whereas, We believe that the welfare of the State of South

Carolina is indissolubly bound with the progress of education,

and that the interest of education will be best advanced by a

State-wide compulsory education bill ; and,

Whereas, Through prolonged and intimate relations with

Prof. Clinkscales we have come to recognize his indefatigable

efforts in the work of education ; his possession of those traits

of character and thought which admirably fit him for the high

office to which he aspires, feeling confident that he will fill the

office with honor to himself and State ; be it

Resolved, by the John G. Clinkscales Club of Wofford Col-

lege, That we heartily endorse his candidacy and platform,

and pledge him our support. J. E. Bethea, Chm.,

J. G. Kelley,

H. R. Sims,

Committee.



FACULTY RESOLUTIONS.
The following resolution was passed by the Board of

Irustees, June nth, 1906:

Resolved, That after careful consideration the Board of
Irustees unanimously decide that hereafter it is the policy of
the Board that there shall be no secret organizations at Wof-
ford College, and that with the beginning of the session 1906-7no student can be initiated into any secret organization This
ruling permits the initiation of members of the Sophomore
class before the opening of the session of 1906-7.

In view of this resolution, any student who is now a member
of any secret organization, fraternity, or local club, is in direct

fatTty

n
°
f COllCge ^ Theref0re

'
be {t resolved by the

1. That all such organizations must be disbanded, and if
they are continued after this date their members will be re-
quired to withdraw from college.

2. Any group of students desiring to form an organization
of any sort must present to the faculty in writing the name
and object of the organization, a list of members, and the
condition of membership.

3- That no such organization will be recognized that admin-
isters a pledge or oath to its members, has formal initiation
ceremonies, or that has direct or indirect connection with any
other such college, within or without the State.

4- H, after one week from this date, organizations are
found which have not received the approval of the faculty
their members will be recognized as violators of college law
and handled accordingly.

t

5- Any student who shall be initiated with a fraternity dur^
ing his college course will be treated as a violator of the college
law against secret organizations.

A. G. Rembert, Chm.,
D. D. Wallace,
W, L. PUGK,

Committee.
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LYCEUM.

The latest number of the course was filled by Judge Alden,

March 17. This makes his third trip to Spartanburg. He

spoke at Converse commencement several years ago and filled

one of our lyceum numbers last year. He has a style that

will always be in demand, and having heard him once, one

will be glad to hear him as often as possible. Prof. Gamewell

has given an excellent lyceum course this year. Any one of

the numbers was well worth the price of a season ticket.

HONOR SYSTEM.

Heretofore each class has been carrying out its own honor

system. A member of a particular class did not have any-

thing to do with the members of another class. This plan,

though it has stopped "riding" to a great extent, has been

abused somewhat, since a man could leave *e examination

room and get help on the outside. During the March exams

it was evident that some other plan was needed. Therefore,

the honor system was made a student body affair, and now a

member of any class can report any other student in college

Also strict laws have been passed compelling a man to report

any unfairness in examinations.

THE MUMPS.

Mumps, mumps everywhere; there has been no chance of

escape They struck the campus during the March exams and

have been raging ever since. Some of the boys went home to

have them; yet a large number toughed them out here. If

Sherman were here on the campus, he would doubtless say that

the mumps are h—

.

PROF REMBERT "PULLS ONE OFF ON CLINK."

Prof Clinkscales was traveling in the lower part of the

State making speeches in behalf of Wofford one day when

a young drummer entered the smokmg compartment. The



conversation was started, and professor asked the man what

"Flonr," said the man. "What do you represent?"
drains, replied the professor.

^You carry a mighty small sample case," replied the drum-
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This month we are going to depart from "the trodden path"

and devote our entire space to the review of editorials. It is

the editorial department that relates the college magazine to

campus life. We do not contend that the editor should limit

the scope of his discussion so as^to embrace only those ques-

tions which appertain directly to the campus and its immediate

environments; but the most superficial consideration of the

nature of a college magazine will make it apparent that this is

the proper place for such discussion. We do not believe that

a magazine should take part in a partisan way and thus hurt

its influence. On the other hand, it shou d exert ttself to

stamp out all partisan feeling. At every college there is what

is known as a "campus spirit," which is not subject to violent

fluctuations. It is built up by a steady growth and can be torn

down only by a process of comparatively slow decay. This

Lay may have its origin in the heart and may not become

manifest until its work has been accomplished; but what in

this case would appear to be a precipitous breaking
;

«wy from

old campus traditions would in reality be a gradual alienation,

it is the privilege as well as the duty of the editorial writer

to preserve and advance this "campus spirit.

We infer, after having read the editorials in a number of

the March magazines, that we occupy this position in com-

mon with the majority of the southern college editors.

Under the heading "Trying To Be," the editor of The

SoJZ Colleen a'ims at the college boys a dart pointed

with sarcasm. We extract the following:

"Man is still 'trying to be.' The worst nuisance in the

JKirf the'couege world is that shallow-braine ind,

Tidual who, like a parasite, lives from fashion plate
,

or from

some person equally as shallow-brained as himself. He bur.es
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all individuality and originality and clings to something whichhas taken his eye.
fe

TWh WS "atty PersonaSe °» any college campus.There he goes, dressed in his gorgeous robes, which outrivalany Chinese costume, no matter how flaring. A ci-arette
dangles from between his lips and at intervals he takes *gently m his gloved hands and proceeds to blow the smoke

'AM> iT™, hC Ca"S WS head His Se«% drawnAh! and Say, look here,' as well as his contempt for thecommon herd' are well-marked characteristics. His high
rolled trousers reveal a hosiery show that would make an

koZ:,
SniCkIe " gke

-
Such is ^ P"^e

Do you know him ?

In the same magazine we find an excellent editorial on
Kooting. These two editorials are applicable to the condi-

tions at most any college. They have a worthy purpose, and
greatly enhance the value of the magazine.

The scope of the editorials in The Southwestern University
Magazine is somewhat broader. The editor delves into poli-
tics, and produces an interpretation of the meaning of Wood-row Wilson s election. He sees in the near distance thepromise of a new era in statesmanship." In the next editorialon the Mexican situation Mr. Taft is handed a beautiful bou-
quet These editorials are both entertaining and instructive •

but there is another, a discussion of college spirit, whose merits'exceed the first two. In this the various phases of a we -
rounded, symmetrical college spirit are pointed out. Especial

la k of

n

con

dlreCted t<>Ward Rh°deS Scho,arshiP' theack of college spirit concermng it. The writer sums up inthe following words; y

JZ^'
l° Sl

J,°

W tfUe C0"ege Spirit
'
the studen* must act in-tently at all times, so as not to misrepresent the ideals ofhis college; must take an active part in all the student organ-

iza ions, and must take a great interest in his studies and class
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The new staff has just taken charge of The Georgian. The

editors outline their policy in the following editorial

:

"It is our privilege to state our policy and position.
_

It has

been the privilege of the new editor to do this since time im-

memorial And every editor has done it. Therefore, we

should. But our policy considers precedent as the last appeal

in any matter.
,

Originality, instructive qualities, timeliness

entertainment-these are the bases on which we intend to give

judgment on articles which we expect you to read. The object

of the college magazine is as much to furnish you entertain-

ment as it is to foster your literary ability. So, although we

may be forced to violate precedent, although we ma,
.

even hav

to publish some issue without the inevitable essay, still we ex

pect to give you the most readable Georgian you have ever had
P

"Another word. We do not expect to take a partisan
i

stand

on any matters of controversy in the university. It is for the

weekly paper to do this, to argue pro and con, and to give us

Z reasons why we are wrong in the stand we take. But the

literary publication must fight shy of partisanship, and such

We
Ttroi;°otr editorial is aimed at conditions prevalent in

most southern colleges, the narrowness of the line o demarca

don between the upper and underclassmen and it resuitant

influence upon student government. Less familiarity is one

of the remedies suggested.

In The Mercerian we fin7a~7mely editorial e^togte

seniors to boost the annual. The appeal is made both to their

coflege spirit and to their selfish desire to have the book. The

"
Ingest editorial in this number is one on col eg

f
ine

|

ship

Lack of space prevents its reproduction in to o, and it can

utt be repriced in part without^destroying:
the effectJb

k an editorial of high order, and would grace the pages
;

ot

other than a college publication. The editorial writer of The

mZ«Z I possessed of a clear and forceful style and has

a knack of expressing his thoughts felicitously.
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CUPPINGS

"Hast thou a lover?" asked he,

^
"O maiden of the Rhine?"

She blushed in sweet confusion
And softly answered, "Nein."

He felt rebuffed, and knew not
What best to say, and then

A sudden thought came to him,
He pleaded, "Make it ten."

You may find a balm for a lover crossed
Or a candidate who's defeated

;

But the only balm for a ball gameloss
Is to say the umpire cheated

!

The maiden sorrowfully milked the goat,
And pensively turned to mutter

:

"I wish you would turn to milk, you brute!"
But the animal turned to butt 'er.

Broke, broke, broke,

On these steep red hills I be;
And I would that my tongue could utter
The thoughts that arise in me.

And the many bills go on
To their heaven near the hill

;

But, oh, for the touch of a vanished dime
And the sound of a jingle now still

!

Broke, broke, broke,

On these red hills to be,

For the shining face of a dime now gone
May never come back to me

!

aid the young man, "Can anything equal my woe *

proposed to four different girls, and they all answered
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Said his friend, "That is nothing; behold my distress.

For I spoke to two, and they both answered "Yes."

He failed in German, flunked in Chem.

;

They heard him softly hiss

:

"I'd like to find the man that said

That 'ignorance is bliss !'
"

The tadpole is a curious beast,

A paradox complete ; ,

For he is but four inches long

When he has grown four feet.



* ATHLETICS I
C. M. Earle, Jr., Editor.

THE BASEBALL SQUAD.
Under the efficient coaching of Andy McCarthy, the base-

ball team has about rounded into condition and is now ready
for the opening game. This is McCarthy's third year with us
and he is conceded by all to be the very best coach Wofford
has ever had. The following men have been selected by him
tor the varsity this year

:

Catchers—Bethea, a first year man on the varsity, but who
has been showing fine form behind the bat; Osborne, a fresh-man this year, but an excellent all round man for catcher He
bids fair to develop into the best catcher Wofford has had inmany years.

Jimmie Wharton, on first, has surprised us all, and the
speed with which he is covering first makes us all sure that his
position will be capably filled this year.

Grenecker, on second, is showing up well, and we are count-
ing on Soph, to do great things.

Sims, our short, is just the best ever. He gets 'em all be-
tween second and third, and we claim that the college circles
don t produce any better short-field artists than our "Par-hee"
IS.

Carmichael, at third, is a good, steady man and has shown

drives^
tendenCy t0 break d°Wn the fences with tho*e long

DeShields, left field, is hitting at a .400 elip, and promises
to be a good man for the outfield.

Black, our old reliable outfielder, is still on the job in
center. In both batting and fielding Hugh has shown himself
to be a wonder, and we predict that this will be his best season
_
Hamilton, a second year man on the varsity, is still hitting

that old pill and gobbling up all the stray flies that may come
into his territory.
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Stilwell, a fourth year man on the varsity, has shown worlds

of stuff and the indications are that this will be his best year.

Harmon is again a varsity man, and his curves are breaking

better than ever. Sticks is a good man, and we predict for

him a good season.

Frey a second year man on the varsity, is showing up m

great form, and we predict that "Big Jake" will have a fine

SCciSOIl.

Stackhouse, who is captain of the team, is a pitcher of un-

usual ability, not only as a heaver of the pill, but also as a

hitter. "Stack" has made quite a "rep" as a college pitcher,

but everything seems to point to this as his best season. Much

of the success of the team will be due to his untiring efforts.

The manager of the team is Jas. Chapman. He has spared

no trouble to get for Wofford a splendid schedule. In every

way he is making good.
.

The best way in which we can help our team, not only in a

financial way, but also in the winning of games, is by attend-

ing. At the first game the attendance was very good. Let s

keep it up.

THE CHARLESTON TRIP.

"The night was dark and the moon rose over the distant

hills" when the Wofford ball team, about eight hours late in

leaving, left on No. 10 for "The City of Square Meals," where

the night was very uneventfully spent hunting for the different

parts of the hotel. After a hasty breakfast, the aggregation

took about two trains for the city on the big water and arrived

at midday, reaching the boarding house about noon. Jake

Frey was very much impressed with the sublimity of the

swamps and the frequency of so much water, while Rut

Osborne spent his valuable time figuring on why they named

St Matthews when there was no town there. Orangeburg

called up recollections of Pug Smith, but all that was seen

of him was his well-remembered sweater, with a blaring 1910,

encasing one of the natives. But Charleston was reached at

last, and Manager "Chic" piloted his crew to a Hibernian

lodging house, where the female devotee delivered a lengthy
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lecture upon the undesirability of noise to the entire party, in-
cluding "Perfessor" McCarthy. Some of the good lady's grub
was then surrounded, and the crowd seemed in a very happy
mood, especially "Skeet" Hamilton, who usually had a satis-
fied look after meals and generally wanted "meals at all hours."
After a little trip to the ball park, where "Stack" managed to
slip the fixings to the College of Charleston team about 5 to 4,
and a trip to the Y. M. C. A., which was kind enough to place
its baths at the disposal of their visitors, a small portion of
the town was looked over, mostly the "Ponciana Rest Room,"
however. Some of the boys attended the Citadel hop, and re-
ported "some time." The most uneventful event of the night
was that a cop tried to collect license from Lawrence Stillwell
for running a blind tiger, mistaking him for another gentle-
man of his acquaintance.

Many old faces were seen at the ball game, "Orum" Steele,
Whetsell, "Rick" Holroyd, Carl Bennett and other well-wish-
ers, including Dr. Snyder, who showed up for the second day
game. On Saturday the Citadel team got a dose of Jake's
wrath, and were let down easy with a measly little infield hit.

"Skeet" sat up that night till most morning waiting for the
Brooklyn manager to come to see him, but that gentleman
was occupied elsewhere, and though our star right gardener
is a run-getter of considerable note, he will not be seen in the
major circles this year at least.

Sunday was spent around town and up at Magnolia Gar-
dens, which afforded the entire crowd a rare opportunity of
seeing this beautiful place in the spring, when it is especially
attractive. Much to the sorrow of Bax DeShields, who liked
to look out of the window when he rode, the bunch was forced
to leave at 3 o'clock in the morning and breezed back to "the
city" at 10:30 a. m. Monday morning, happy and ready for
Clinton, which, gentle reader, they proved Tuesday.

"One Who Was There."

WOFFORD BEATS CLINTON.
After having opened the season with a one-hit game against

the Citadel on last Saturday, "Big Jake" Frey, the "man who
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is making Fairforest famous," slipped the fixings to the Clinton

bunch yesterday while the music played 4 to 3. The contest

was from the getaway to the finish one of considerable doubt

and interest, and it was only when Stillwell forked one of

Plexico's sizzling grounders and heaved it over to stop No. 1

for the final out that the Wofford supporters sighed happily

and turned their thoughts to prospects of a parade, which

materialized very fruitfully as the night came on. The Wof-

ford team gave Frey splendid support and were there with the

necessary batting stunts in the seventh that turned the tide

and brought victory to the Methodists' camp. The husky Wof-

ford twirler caused nine men to whiff the ozone, making his

record 20 strike-outs out of 54 retirements. It was doped out

that Stackhouse would work against Clinton, but Coach Mc-

Carthy saw fit to send in Frey for the second consecutive game,

and the big fellow duplicated his stunt of last Saturday in fine

style. Bethea, Wofford' s star little backstop, worked for the

first time for the local fans and came through with flying col-

ors in his receiving. His pegging was a little unlucky, but he

has what it usually takes to make a cracker-jack catcher, and

that is the sweet morsel of the Wofford well-wishers for the

time being.

McCutcheon, the Clinton peg-artist, was there with the

goods, the result being that Wofford has one pilfered cushion

to her credit. Flowers pitched a god game for the visitors and

has the making of a good slab-artist in him.—Spartanburg

Journal.
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SELF-MASTERY.
On Friday evening, March 7th, Rev. C. C. Herbert delivered

a very impressive address before the Association on "Self-
Mastery.

In studying the lives of great men and women, said Mr
Herbert, we clearly recognize the fact that one of their main
charactenst.cs is self-mastery. The sinful life is founded
upon uncontrolled passions and appetites; consequently the

CWsZ hfe

beC°ming maSt6r
°
f
°ne

'

S Sdf " by livil* the

The story of Esau, continued the speaker, in his selling of
his birthright, is an apt illustration of the great cost of the
failure to control a passion. In him we find a promisingyoung man who, for the sake of gratifying hunger, makes a
blunder that blights his future.

MR. STILWELL'S TALK.
At our meeting of March 21st Mr. Stilwell, of the Senior

class gave us an interesting talk on "The Reward of a Wicked
People. Mr. Stilwell cited the destruction of Sodom as an
illustration of the inevitable reward of a people who violate
the laws and purposes of God. This sinful city met a terrible
punishment, sa.d the speaker, and in succeeding ages we find

Zth, I™
1

-

dt
!f

meedng 3
'
ike fate

>
affl0"g the most

notable of these being Greece and Rome.

ELECTION OF OFFICERS.
At the conclusion of the meeting of March axst the following

dent, M. B. Patrick; Vjce-President, G. W. Wannamaker Tr •

Treasurer, H. Manning; Secretary, E. P. Pendergrass.
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ADDRESS BY PROF. GAMEWELL.

A splendid address on "Public Entertainments" was deliv-

ered to us by Prof. Gamewell on the evening of March 28th.

One of the many ways of serving the cause of Christ, said

Prof Gamewell, is that of furnishing a people with a refined,

elevated form of entertainment. The popular demand for

sensual amusements nowadays is quite obvious, and it is m the

act of supplying this demand that the moral and spiritual life

of society is being degraded. A young man on leaving college

may do a great work for his community by providing it with

high-class entertainments.

"Be noble, and the nobleness

That lies in others, sleeping, but

Never dead, will rise in

Majesty to meet thine own."
—Lowell.

"Our greatest glory consists not in never falling, but in ris-

ing every time we fall."—Goldsmith.



AVERTISEMENTS

THE EDUCATED BOY IS THE MAN OF THE
FUTURE.

Banking knowledge is a strong factor of that education Lrrrax

quarters
NATI°NAL BANK and make it your business head-

S^^SK^ff^g^ Wl11 weIcome hearti* ~*
The Bank of Strength, Progress, Courtesy.

FIRST NATIONAL BANK

sSpius
• $500,000

Stockholders Liability'.'.*;. '.'.
V.

"
\\ [[

W. E Burnett President
J. B. Cleveland Vice-Pres.
A. M. Chreitzberg

Vice-Pres. and Cashier
S. B. Jones Asst. Cashier

Frank C. Rogers...^/. Cashier
H. B. Carlisle Attorney
Koy E. Leonard.Head Bookkeeper
W. Frank Klugh Bookkeeper
W. H. Darden. .Stew. 6* Clerk

We have caught the spirit of the Young Men's wants and

have provided for them for the coming season a line of Shoes

with all the dash, new curves, and style "kinks" to be had.

"EVERYTHING NEW THAT'S GOOD."

The quality is up, but the prices are just the same.

$3.50 $4.00 $5.00 $6.00
The best efforts of the best shoe makers.

SMITH-COPELAND
SHOE COMPANY

Wofford men must trade only with Wofford Advertisers'
—
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We are looking for Young Men. Two or three hundred—who
are working and trying to get a higher

Education—to trade with

HOLMES & JOHNSON
DRUGGISTS

SPARTANBURG, S. C.

GREENEWALD'S
the Reading

Clothiers, Hatters and Furnishers
MODERATE PRICES ALWAYS!

GREENEWALD'S
OLYMPIA CAFE

FOR LADIES AND GENTLEMEN
A First-Class Place to Get Something Good to Eat

EVERYTHING CLEAN AND UP-TO-DATE
Private Dining Rooms for Ladies and Centlemen
Open Day and Night Look for the Big Electric Sign

Phone 603. M. A. SCUFFOS, Proprietor

142 North Church Street SPARTANBURG, S. C

A Shop That Always Carries the NEW
—IN—

Furnishings, Hats and Clothing

And One That Appreciates the College

Man's Trade.

BOMAR 6 CRIGLER
Next to Railroad Crossing, East Main St.

Firms utofiting Wofford trade, advertise in our publications.

'Style Center for Men'

NEW

IDEAS

IN EVERYTHING

A

MAN WEARS



Advertisements

When you want your

ELECTRICAL WORK

done promptly and cor-

rectly, call

Brill Electric Co.

Phone 480

Largest Stock of Chandeliers

and Supplies in town.

Gem Junior

SAFETY : RAZORS

Rubberset

SHAVING : BRUSHES

Eastman Kodaks—Kodak
Supplies

Ligon's Drag Store

where you are always

welcome

K.-W.-N. PHARMACY
"The Quality House"

AND THE PLACE TO MEET YOUR FRIENDS

K.-W.-N. PHARMACY
"ON THE SQUARE"

WORTH LITTLEJOHN

BARBER
5 CHAIRS 107 MAGNOLIA STREET

Hot and Cold Baths Electric Massage

The man who asks for your trade should get it.
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THE QUALITY

of our $4.00 Shoes has gone up!

THE STYLES
are the very newest of the season's approved
styles.

THE PRICE

remains the same—$4.00.

Without a doubt you'll get Four Dollars worth
of shoe satisfaction out of every pair of these good
Shoes. Try a pair and you'll see.

"The Shoe Store"

WRIGHT-SCRUGGS SHOE CO.
126 On the Square. Spartanburg, S. C.

TURNER'S CIGAR STORE
120 EAST MAIN STREET

Cigars and Sfoftacco

EXCLUSIVE AGENTS FOR

Martha Washington Home Made Candy
Make Journal advertisements pay the advertiser.
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THE

DuPre

Book Store

The Largest Book Store in

South Carolina

STUDENTS CORDIALLY
WELCOMED

Don't buy from firms which refuse to advertise with you.
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Wofford College
Henry N. Snyder, LL. D., Utt. D., President

Two degrees, A. B. and A. M. All courses leading to the

A. B. Degree. Eleven Professors. Departments: Ethics,

Astronomy, Mathematics (pure and applied), Physics, Chem-

istry, Biology and Geology, Latin, Greek, English, German

and French, History and Economics, Library and Librarian.

The W. E. Burnett Gymnasium, under a competent director.

J. B. Cleveland Science Hall. Carlisle Hall, a magnificent

new Dormitory. Athletic grounds. Course lectures by the

ablest men on the platform. Rare musical opportunities.

Table board $10.00 to $12.00 a month. Next session begins

February 1st. For catalogue or other information, address

J. A. GAMEWELL, Secretary,

Spartanburg, S. C.

8

WOFFORD COLLEGE

Fitting School|
Two dormitories and one class-room building. The dormi-

tories contain 40 bed-rooms. Electric lights and steam heat

in one dormitory. Teachers and matron live in the build-

ings, so that at all times there is a close supervision of the

students. The buildings are on the college campus. The

students take a regular course in the gymnasium, and have

access to the College Library. Expenses for the year, $155-

For further information, address

J. M. STEADMAN,
A. W. HORTON,

Head Masters.

Spartanburg, S. C.

Wofford Students Patronize Wofford Advertisers.
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Have your clothes made by people who know how as

well as guarantee to give you

Style, Fit and Workmanship
Cleaning, Pressing and Repairing

French Dry Cleaning and Remodeling

A Specialty

W. J. IMICKLES
INDIVIDUAL TAILORING

152 North Church St. Phone 1116

MEDICAL COLLEGE
OF THE STATE of SOUTH CAROLINA

Charleston, S. C.

MEDICINE AND PHARMACY
Session opens October 1st, 1912,

ends June 2nd, 1913. Unsurpass-
ed clinical advantages offered by
the new Roper Hospital, one of
the largest and best equipped hos-
pitals in the South. Extensive
outdoor and dispensary service
under control of the Faculty.
Nine appointments each year for
graduates in Medicine for Hos-
pital and dispensary services.

Medical and Pharmaceutical
Laboratories recently enlarged
and fully equipped.

Department of Physiology and
Embryology in affiliation with the
Charleston Museum. Practical
work for medical and Pharmaeu-
tical students a special feature.
For Catalogue address
ROBERT WILSON, Jr., M. D., Dean

Cor. Queen and Franklin Streets,

Charleston, S. C.

NEW GOODS
NEW STORE

NEW FIXTURES

And We are Now Looking

For

NEW FACES

When you need Drugs—come
to us. Anything a Drug Store

should have, we have it.

Heinitsh's Drug Store

131 Morgan Sq. Phone 91

When trading, say you saw this ad. in The Journal.
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WHERE IS YOUR STORE

9
You want the boys' trade. Let them

see where you are located. : : :

ELECTRIC SIGNS
are business getters

SPARTANBURG R'Y., GAS& ELECTRIC CO.

JOHN A. WALKER
—AGENT FOR—

CLAPP, WALKOVER AND JET1LT SHOES

Wofford Boys Always Given a Warm Welcome

TERMS CASH

"THE COLLEGE MAN'S PLACE."

Sanitary Soda Water

CENTRAL DRUG CO.

ALL GLASSES STERILIZED

Wofford men must trade only with Wofford advertisers.



Advertisements ix

Bank of Spartanburg

Capital $100,000

We Solicit Your Business

Arch. B. Calvert, Pres.

V. M. Montgomery, V.-Pres.

J. B. Cannon, Cashier.

RAZORS
AND

FINE CUTLERY

Beacham Hardware Go.

THE DOLLAR
SAVINGS BANK.

CAPITAL STOCK $50,000.
The only exclusive savings bank

in Spartanburg. Interest at rate
of 4 and 4lA% paid upon deposits.
Compounded semi-annually.
Give us your savings account

ARCH B. CALVERT, President.

J. T. JOHNSON, Vice-President.

J. T. BOYD, Cashier.

J. W. WILSON, Asst. Cashier.

AT SPIGEL BROS.
you will find a large selec-
tion of Jewelry, Watches of
every description; also a
large variety of College
Badges and Pins at the very
lowest price

SPIGEL BROS.
Practical Jewelers and Opticians

Students of Wofford College, Consult

DR. CHAS R. GAILLARD

EYE-SIGHT SPECIALIST
(Successor to Drs. Crimm and

Gaillard)
ABOUT YOUR EYES.

No Charge for Examination
Special Discount to Students.

108 North Church Street, Phone
453-
The Best Glasses at a Reasonable
Price. Satisfaction Guaranteed.

For First-Class Groceries

Chapman
The Grocer

PHONES 92 and 703

A. W. BIBER

Glass Rings Society Pins

FOR ALL EQUIPMENT.
FOR ALL ATHLETICS.

JACK CAUTHEN,
—AGENT—

Firms wanting Wofford trade, advertise in our publications.
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SAM EKSTEIN

COLLEGE TAILOR
Spartanburg, S. C.

r

154# EAST MAIN ST.

A. B. CORRELL

JEWELER

103 E. Main St.

BUMPS on the head Indicate
knowledge. BUMPS on the feet In-

dicate ill-fitting, improperly made
Shoes. Our Shoes are made over
lasts modeled from the natural foot,

and we know how to fit them.
New Fall Shoes now coming in. We

are always glad to show them.

J. H. LOWE SHOE CO.

CHAMPION SHOE
FACTORY

Largest Shoe Repairing House in the South

SPECIAL RATES TO STUDENTS

113 S. CHURCH STREET PHONE 657

W. M. FREEMAN & SON, Props.

The man who asks for your trade should get it.
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A. LEVIN, Tailor to Men
Who Wear the Beit

113 1-2 E. MAIN STREET,
Over Standard Cloak Co.

We do cleaning, pressing

and repairing on men's gar-

ments.

Specialty—Refitting Men's
Garments.

To Wofford Students.

Visit the stores of the mer-

chants in Spartanburg wheth-

er you are buying or not. We
want to know you.

Spartan Hardware Co.

"Soil"

Orchestra THE

GRAND THEATRE
THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL

CATERS TO COLLEGE BOYS

A Change of Program Daily

THE GRAND
ADMISSION

LANO OINTMENT
Guaranteed to cure or

money refunded. Try a box
and be convinced. For all

skin diseases.

Lano Ointment Co.
164 N. CHURCH ST.,

At North Side Drug Store.

TAKE YOUR MEALS
—At—

"THE WHITE HOUSE"
The most convenient place

on the Campus.
Terms: $12.50 a month.

See

T. C. HERBERT.

JOE WHOT,
The Chinese Laundry.

Best Quality in Town.

"All the Boys Trade With

Joe."

Shirt ioc

Collar 2c

Cuffs 4c.

Undershirts 5c

Drawers 5c.

Handkerchief 2c.

Ties 2c.

N. Church near Main St.

Make Journal advertisements pay the advertiser.
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The Well Dressed Boys

WEAR

Royal Tailored Suits.

Satisfaction Guaranteed.

Over 500 exclusive fabrics.

Call at Room 18, third

floor.

Carlisle Hall.

For Men Who Care

For Correct Styles

Young Men and Men who

care to dress young, Fit

Right Tailors can give you

more new ideas about your

suit than any tailor in Spar-

tanburg.

Fit Right Tailors will do

your cleaning and pressing by

experienced pressers.

FIT-RIGHT TAILORS

132 MAGNOLIA ST.

'Phone 683.

PETERSON

The PHOTOGRAPHER

College Photos

—

Great Specialty.

S. P. Bell & Co., the pub-

lishers of College Annuals,

says in a recent letter: "Your
photos engrave with less

trouble than any we have

ever used, and are inexpen-

sive to students, as hardly

any retouching at all is re-

quired." The sooner in the

year the Annual photos are

made the better for all con-

cerned.

DRINKS

CIGARS
TOBACCO

BURNETT has everything

you want in these lines.

Fresh Candy a Specialty.

BURNETTS

Don't buy from firms which refuse to advertise with you.
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If You Need

Stationery

Groceries

Cold Drinks, Pipes, Cigars,

Smoking Tobacco, or a quick

Hot Lunch, go to

W. H.Thrower's
On the corner of the Campus.

WHERE IS

LEMMOND'S BARBER SHOP?
286 Magnolia St., second door

from Southern Passenger Depot,
where I have been doing barber
work for the Wofford Faculty,
Students and the public generally
for more than ten years. I have
an extra fine barber to assist me.
We solicit your patronage.

A. W. LEMMOND,
Proprietor.

Bookkeeping,
Banking and
Shorthand op-
en more ave-
nues to success
than any other
training.

We teach
everything i n
com. branches.
Great d e-

mand for our
graduates.

Spartanburg and Anderson, S. C.

housands of Operators Needed Salaries $45. to$90."per
Month The most educational and fascinating work there is

Beautiful catalog and full information Free •

-Low tuition - Small expenses - Shortest possible time. ^
We give students axtual experiance- Write Now—^
SPARTANBURG SCHOOL of TELEGRAPHY- SPARTANBURG, S.C

R. E. CUDD & COMPANY
Dealers in All Kinds of Coal

Best Livery Service can be had here. Students'

trade solicited. See our agent,

LeROY MOORE,
Bobo Cottage. - Phone 1195

Wofford Students Patronise Wofford Advertisers.
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Firms wanting Wofford trade, advertise in our publications.
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CANNON & PETZER CO.

Headquarters for College Men

Clothing, Furnishings and Hats

The Place to Buy what you Like, and

Like what you Buy

CANNON & FETZER CO.

UNIVERSITY OF VIRGINIA
UNIVERSITY, VIRGINIA.

EDWIN A. ALDERMAN, LL. D., President
THE COLLEGE—In this department, four-year courses can be

selected leading to the degrees of Bachelor of Arts and Bachelor of
Science, Cultural and Vocational. Short courses are offered to those
unable to enter at opening of session.

THE DEPARTMENT OF GRADUATE STUDIES—In this

Department an opportunity is given Bachelors of Art and Bachelors
of Science for specializing in any direction they may choose. Degrees
offered are Master of Arts, Master of Science, and Doctor of
Philosophy.

THE DEPARTMENT OF MEDICINE—In this department, a
four-year course is given leading to the degree of Doctor of Mledicine.
THE DEPARTMENT OF CIVIL ENGINEERING—In this de-

partment, four-year courses are given leading to the degrees of Mining
Engineer, Civil Engineer, Electrical Engineer, Mechanical Engineer,
and Chemical Engineer.

THE DEPARTMENT OF LAW—In this department, a three-
year course is offered, leading to the degree of Bachelor of Law.

Loan Funds are available. All other expenses reduced to a
minimum.

HOWARD WINSTON, Registrar.

Don't buy from firms which refuse to advertise with you.
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Special Rates to Wofford Students See J. I. ROBINSON

THE UNIVERSITY OF SOUTH CAROLINA
The University of South Carolina has the following departments of study:

I. THE COLLEGE, with various courses of study in Languages, History, facience,

etc., leading to the degrees of A. B. and B. S. Four general scholarships, worth from
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COMMENCEMENT PROGRAM

SATURDAY, JUNE 7
Junior Debate in College Chapel 8:30 p. m.

Query: Resolved, That voting in the primary system of
South Carolina should be limited to those members of the party
who can either read or write the constitution with facility, or
owns property valued at $400.

Affirmative—M. K. Fort, J. E. Ford, Leroy Moore.
,

Negative—]. F. Wardlaw, P. H. Huff, L. A. Moyer.

Delivery of Medals

:

Preston Essay Medal, Carlisle Essay Medal, Calhoun Essay
Medal.

Wofford College Journal Medals.

Latin Medal.

SUNDAY, JUNE 8
Commencement Sermon, Central Church 11:00 a. m.

Bishop E. D. Mouzon, San Antonio, Texas.

Baccalaureate Address, Central Church 8 :30 p. m.
Dr. H. N. Snyder, President Wofford College.

MONDAY, JUNE 9
Graduating Exercises, College Chapel 10:30 a. m.

Literary Address—Dr. John E. White, Atlanta Ga.

Senior Speakers :

G. H. Hodges—"The Mission of the College Graduate."

J. C. Hyer—"The Young Malefactor."

J. G. Kelly—"Conservation of National Health."
Z. L. Madden—"The Inefficiency of Our Court Procedure "

H. R. Sims—Subject not announced.

L. J. Stilwell
—

"Society and the Criminal."

Delivery of Diplomas.

Class Day Exercises, College Campus. . 5 :oo p. m.
Reception by the Faculty 6:00 p. m.
Alumni Address, College Chapel 8:30 p. m.

Mr. E. Bobo Smith.
Alumni Banquet 10:00 p. m.
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Class Poem

/ wish that an angel my harp zvould inspire,

And tune it to ring with celestial fire;

I wish a kind muse would but touch my tongue,

And I zvouild then sing as no mortal e'er sung

:

As over these strings my fingers would brush,

The music would shame the sweet-singing Thrush;

And forth from my lyre would come such a note

As never proceeded from Nightingale's throat!

But however feeble my singing may seem,

I could not desire a loftier theme;

And tho' from my harp no melody float,

Be assured that the heart would speak in each note.

The strings may complain as their message they bear,

Yet friendship and love are voiced in each air;

The harp it may quiver—its chords being pressed—
But gentlest of passions 'twould stir in the breast.

The strings, touched again, resume the old theme,

And striking them softly, I'm lost in a dream:

A bejeweled Tiara of Friendship is seen,

Which is worn by a maiden bedecked like a queen.

Each jewel is set in a mounting of gold,

And forty rich gems the tiara doth hold;

The gems glisten bright, like the stars up above—
They're twice twenty souls united in Jove!

The chain of rich gems is broken one day,

When a jewel is plucked from its setting away;

Of another, then others, the crown is bereft,

Till only a half of the jewels are left.

And yet other gems the maiden doth take—
Alas! What a pity such links she should break!

But the gems are not spurned—not cast to the ground-

They are only transferred to a still brighter crown!



Dost think that the jewels their lustre have shed,

As from their rich mountings of gold they have sped?

Nay, friends, they have not, for—like beacons at night—
Their splendor continues and shines ever bright.

The light from a star still brilliant appears,

Tho' the star is extinct—and has been for years;

And a halo of glory is left by each gem,

Which even the Shadow of Death may not dim!

The heart strings grow weary with playing so long,

But never a moment they pause in the song

:

'Tis the note of our friendship—a voice from the past—
And as long as we live our friendship will last.

'Twill not fade, like the light, as the day nears its close,

Or lose aught of fragrance—as loses the rose;

But time will the gold of our friendship refine,

And 'twill mellow with age, like the bright, sparkling wine!

D. L. Edwards.
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JAMES EARLE BETHEA
Dillon, S. C.

"He lards the lean earth as he walks
along."

Entered '10; First Critic, Third

Critic, Corresponding Secretary, Re-

cording Secretary, Monthly Orator, and

President, Calhoun Literary Society;

Marshal Sophomore-Junior Debate, '10-

'ii ; Chief Marshal, 'n-'i2; Class Foot-

ball, 'io-'n, 'n-'i2, 'i2-'i3; Vice-Pres-

ident Class, 'i2-'i3; Class Prophet, '12-

'13; Class Historian, '11-12; Vice-Pres-

ident and President Student Body; As-

sistant Art Editor Bohemian, 'io-'ii,

'n-'i2; Art Editor, i2-'i3 ; Member Col-

lege Council, 'n-'i2, 'i2-'i3.

"Sweety," just about is big around as

he is tall, is one of the jolliest fellows

in our class. If you want to have any

fun, and need any help, just call on

"Sweety." You may find him on Main
street any afternoon,' except Sunday,

then he is on "East" Main. There is

nothing that "Sweety" would rather hear

than the hoot of the owls on Converse
campus.

1

BURDETTE MAC ASBILL

j Rtdge Springs, S. C.

- "Shaped himself with newly learned art."

Corresponding Secretary, Monthly Or-
ator, Reco/rding Secretary, and First

J

Critic, Calhoun Literary Society; Man-

|
ager Tennis Association, 'i2-'i3; Inter-

Collegiate Tennis Team, 'io-'ii, 'n-'i2,

'i2-'i3; Winner Marshall-Moore Tennis

Trophy, 'n-'i2, 'i2-'i3; President Inter-

I
Collegiate Tennis Association ; Class

j

Baseball, '09-' 10, 'io-'n, 'n-'i2; Varsity

Baseball, '09-' 10; Chairman Inter-Soci-

ety Committee; Assistant Art Editor

Bohemian, '09-' 10; Assistant Athletic

Editor Bohemian; Vice-President Ex-
ecutive Committee, S. C. I. O. A. ; Mem-
ber Executive Committee Athletic As-

sociation; Sophomore Marshal; College

Marshal; Member Wofford College

Council, 'i2-'i3; Chairman Lyceum
Committee, 'i2-'i3.

"Mack" is one of those mixtures of

personality which is hard to explain. He
was very conscientious in the perform-

ance of every assigned duty,_ and the

regularity and promptness with which

he attended "gym" will be a help and

inspiration to "boys" for centuries to

come.
—-. ; ri



FRANCIS SOUTER BLAIR

ROCKTON, S. C.

"A little learning is a dangerous thing,
Drink deep or taste not the Pierian

Spring."

Monthy Orator, Second Censor, Third
Censor, Recording Secretary, Second
Critic, and First Critic, two terms,
Preston Literary Society; Marshal Ju-
nior-Sophomore Debate; Class Football,
'iO-'lI, 'll-'l2, 'I2-IS.

In this age of utilitarianism we find

few true philosophers, but here is one.

"Fish" began to think the first night he

arrived on the campus, and since then

he has gradually developed his thinking

apparatus. His greatest problem now
is thinking how to keep from having to

think. Keep your eye on him ; he will

be easily distinguished by his philo-

sophical walk. "Fish's" future is secure,

if he can just keep clear of frills; but
present tendencies seem to indicate the
worst.

HUGH SNODDY BLACK

Spartanburg, S. C.

"Conceit in weakest bodies strongest

I works."

Third Critic and First Censor Cal-
houn Literary Societv Secretary and
Treasurer Class, 'o9-'io; Member Rev-
ellers Club ; Class Baseball, four years

;

Class Basketball, four years: All-State
Baseball Team, 'n-'i2; named on All-

Southern Baseball Team, 'n-'lz; Var-

|

sity Baseball, '09-' 10, 'io-'ii, 'n-'i2;
Varsity Basketball, '12-13; President
Town Boys' Club, 'n-'i2.

"Hughie" hates two people in this

world, himself and his big "Bubber,"

since he talks about these two all the

time—when the ladies are not the main

topic. Hugh is a ball player, mostly

basket and baseball, though he will

sometimes take it with music and a
"dyke."^ The "Giants" and the "Red
Sox" will have him as the prize, to play
for, at the next world's series.
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BOBO BURNETT

Spartanburg, S. L.

"But that our loves and comfort shall

increase even as our days do grow."

Second Censor and Vice-President

Calhoun Literary Society; Member In-

ter-Society Committee, 'n-'i2; Class

Baseball, 'og-'io; Class Football, '.io-'if,

'n-'i2, 'i2-'i3; Inter-Class Football, '12-

'13; Class Basketball, four years; Man-
ager Class Basketball Team, 'n-'i2;

Captain, 'i2-'i3; Varsity Track Team,
'n-'i2; Member and Captain Varsity

Track, 'i2-'i3; Member Athletic As-
sociation Executive Committee, 'i2-'i3;

Assistant Manager Varsity Baseball, '12-

'13; Inter-Collegiate Tennis, '12-' 13.

"Beau" is perfectly harmless, except

when the girls are around. His Senior

year is occupied with his tour of the

different female colleges. He has very

few studies to interfere with his college

course, and manages to find about four

days out of the week for holidays.

HILLIARD HAYNES BROWN

Pacolet, S. C.

"I am not only witty in myself, but

the cause that wit is in other men."

Entered '10; Member Calhoun So-

ciety.

This noble specimen of Pacolet youth

slipped into our class after it had got-

ten under way, and has been attempting

to hold his own ever since. "Mordecai"

is very talkative while drawing pictures,

but in the classroom is a very clam—or

rather crab. His beauty is only marred

by a distinct warp in his lower limbs,

and his incessant chewing of "the weed"

j

when the "rag" is not in order. He will

more than likely wash windows for

j
Pacolet sky-scrapers when he "bugs" the

, faculty of this institution out of a dip.



AIKEN RAST CARLISLE

Greenville, S. C.

"She's beautiful, therefore to be wooed;
She is a woman, therefore to be zvon."

Member Calhoun Literary Society;
Second Critic; Glee Club, 'io-'n; Class
Baseball, 'io-'n, '12-13; ^lass Football,
'io-'n, '12-13; Senior-Fresh Football
Team, '12-'

13; Fitting School Alumnus.

Here he is, ladies ! The class monop-
olist of your favors. He is very simple

to understand, and can be easilv out-

guessed by a heady old-timer. He has
never been known to remain crazv over
the same girl for more than twenty
hours, although appearances sometimes
deny this. Aiken is not fickle, but
merely believes that the best fish still

swim, and he ever seeks the best.

JAMES THOMAS CALVERT
Spartanburg, S. C.

"With graceful step he strides the
streets,

And smiles on all the maidens sweet."

Entered '09
; dropped out until Janu-

ary, 191 1 ; Member Calhoun Literary
Society.

Tom has had a variety of things in

the last few years. Not so long ago he
had a motorcycle, but, after breaking all

speed laws—fortunately no bones of his

own—he sold it. We suppose he sold

it to buy the "dignified" derby he now
has. This "Haberdasher Snecial" can
be seen almost any time as he walks
through the green fields and meadows
by the little "Brooks."



i

JAMES ALFRED CHAPMAN, JR.

Spartanburg, S. C.

"By Jupiter, an angel! or, if not,

An earthly paragon!"

Monthly Orator, Third Critic, Second

Censor, and First Censor, Calhoun Lit-

erary Society ; Freshman Marshal ; Class

Football, 'oo-'io; Class Basketball, four

years; half and quarter-mile Varsity

Track, 'n-'i2, 'i2-'i3; Member College

Council, 'i2-'i3; Vice-President Revel-

lers, 'i2-'i3 ; Member Athletic Associa-

tion Executive Committee, *io-'ii, 'ii-

'12; Manager Varsity Track Team, '11-

'12; Manager Varsity Baseball Team,

'I2-'I3.

"Ch—Ch—Ch !" No, this is not a one-

lung "White," nor a steam-roller; it is

little "Jimmie" introducing himself to

the ladies. "Chic" has a bad habit of

calling occasionally (?) at the 'Verse,

for the ladies do admire his hair and

the cut of his clothes. He has had two

flattering positions offered him, one as

a French maid in a beauty parlor, the

other as a bathing-girl model.

WILLIAM JOSEPH CARTER, JR.

Dillon, S. C.

"Some that smile have in their hearts,

I fear, millions of mischief"

Entered '10; Monthly Orator, Third

Critic, and Vice-President, Calhoun Lit-

erary Society; College Marshal; Class

Football, 'io-'n, 'n-'i2, 'i2-'i3; Soph-

Junior Team, 'io-'n, 'n-'i2; Senior-

Fresh Team, 'i2-'i3.

"Bill" is a dreamer, and he looks into

the far-distant future and revels in the

sweet dreams of contentment. "Uncle

Arch" is his favorite topic when he is

not talking about the Naval Academy.

"Bill" is not given much to parlance,

however, but one can look in his eyes

during those moments of silent reflec-

tion and fathom those depths; when
all this is done it can be seen that he

is thinking of "one" down in the "Pearl
' of the Pee Dee." "Crash!" this pe-

culiar sound as of shattering glass de-

notes that "Bill" is coming.



CRAWFORD MAYS EARLE, JR.

Spartanburg,, S. C.

"I dare do all that may become a man;
Who dares do more is none."

First Critic Calhoun Literary Society

;

Bohemian Staff, '11-12; Journal Staff,

'i2-'i3; Secretary Journal Staff, 'i2-'i3;
Class Football, 'io-'ii, 'n-'i2, 'i2-'i3;

Class Track Team, 'io-'ii ; Manager
Varsity Track Team, 'i2-'i3; Class Bas-
ketball, 'n-'i2, '12-13 ; Member College
Council, 'i2-'i3; Class Historian, '12-13,

Long will we seek for one of his con-

genial nature and pleasing disposition.

"Mays" began his college career bv fool-

ing the faculty into believing that he is

a genius, and, therefore, he has had
easy sailing ever since. However,
"Mays" is a conscientious student and
deserves credit for his success. His at-

tendance at the First Baptist has rapidly

decreased during the last year. Can you
explain why?

WALTER YOUNG COOLEY
Leesville, S. C.

"Born for good looks, but bad luck
overtook him."

Entered '11; Member of Preston Lit-
erary Society.

"Bogus," no one knows how he came
by his name, but he has it all right.

"Bogus" is one of those additions which
comes to a class during its four years'

course. He doesn't show off much, but

when you scratch under the surface you
find a true man.

!

-



CARY THOMAS EASTERLING, JR.

i

CLAUDE REYNOLDS EDWARDS

Chester, S. C.

"The fashion wears out more apparel

than the man."

Corresponding Secretary and Record-

ing Secretary Preston Society; Glee

Club, '13.

Originating in Chester, this specimen

came to Wofford to get the higher cul-
j

ture which necessarily did not exist in «!

his provincial home. Said culture con-

sisted of making the Glee Club, being a

sport, and an all-round good fellow. Be-

fore becoming well known he was ac-

cused of being a scholar, which accusa-

tion he successfully refuted, using an

alibi. He was convicted on two counts

:

Latin and Greek. Specials: Parties and

Calls. Fads: Autos, East Main, and

Clothes. Office : Out.

Bennettsville, S. C.

"A reasoning, self-sufficing thing,

An intellectual all-in-all!"

Entered '08; dropped out '11; re-

entered '12; Inter-Society Committee;

Monthly Orator, Junior Debater,
_
and

President, Calhoun Literary Society;

Class Baseball, four years : Y. M. C. A.

Editor Journal; Y. M. C. A. Cabinet;

President Marlboro County Club ; Mem-
ber Wofford Council.

The wisest man in the Class of 1912.

He consulted his wisdom and dropped

out of college for one year, thus plac-

ing himself in a progressive and rising

class. His good qualities were here

recognized, and he soon forged to the

front as one of the leaders in the devel-

opment of the class. He possesses

marked talents for reporting religious

meetings, and is fully capable of writing

up a twenty-minute sermon in seventy

words, making prominent mention of

all the essentials. Truly a gem!

1

I



DANIEL LAURIE EDWARDS

JOHN ASHBURY EDWARDS
Seneca, S. C.

"The glass of fashion and the mold of
form,

The observed of all observers."

Entered 'n; Member Calhoun Liter-

ary Society.

Behold "Marguerite," "the daily hint

from Paris !" The girls regard him as

the redeeming feature of Turner's Rest

Room ; and he never disappoints the fair

sex. He cares very little, however, for

these uninteresting women who shower

their glances upon him: but spends his

time thinking of how last year's Senior

charges are getting on without his help-

ing "hand." He hails from Seneca, and

bestowed a short part cf his exciting

young life upon the "university" in the

little town to our right—Greenville. His
[

chief vacation pastime is summer school

and flirting.
|

MULLINS, S. C.

"Oft on the dappled turf at ease
I sit, and play ivith similles."

Entered '10; Monthly Orator, First
and Second Critic, and President, Car-
lisle Literary Society; Contributor to

Journal; Y. M. C. A. Cabinet, '12-13;

Winner Poem Medal, '12; Winner Soci-
ety Essay Medal, '12; Literary Editor
Journal ; Member Wofford Council

;

Class Poet.

Behold the poet Lauri-et Latin student
of his class. Picture him when thrice

the cock foretells the approach of
"Matin" pondering o'er some "quaint
and curious volume of forgotten lore."

"D. L." is America's coming poet whom
the class recognizes as the rival of Poe.
He doesn't mean to be dignified over
his thoughts of poetic aspirations, though
his walk leads us to that belief. We
predict that he will some day write a

famous poem in which a bird will qouth,
"Think of his Journal contributions
nevermore."



SAMUEL ALFRED GENES

Fayetteville, N. C.

"They spring like lightning off from

his melodious twang."

Monthly Orator and Corresponding

Secretary Preston Literary Society;

Class Football, 'io-'ii, 'n-'i2, '12-13;

Inter-Class Football, 'i2-'i3; Class Bas-

ketball, 'I2-'I3; Class Track, 'io-'n.

"Ty Cobb," judging from his indom-

itable adherence to the leather sphere,

bids fair, to rival his illustrious name-

sake, s
No day—unless a day when

earthquakes are quite numerous—is too

rough to keep "Ty" from practice. Yet

he stops playing when night comes on,

and, placing the ball before his eyes, he

prepares his next day's task. "Ty" is

a conscientious worker, and often burns

the midnight oil. May he find a little

girl who loves him. as well as he loves

his ball.

JAMES CARRADINE EPPS

KlNGSTREE, S. C.

"I know not if I know what true love is."

Entered '11; Member Calhoun Liter-

ary Society.

"Ham" hails from Kingstree by way

of Clemson. After spending a couple

of dreary years at C. A. C, he pulled

up stakes and came to the best of the

best. Now he is supremely happy, for

he is taking German day and night, and

going to see the ditties between classes.

South Church is his earthly Paradise,

and he has been known to call on the

same lady only eight times during a

single week. It is reported that he's

"fooled" one Flossie, who is now anx-

iously waiting for Jim and his dip. Luck

to you, old boy

!

j
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ARTHUR LEE GOOGE

Fairfax, S. C.

r'Ye know right well, hozv meek soe'er

he seems,
No keener hunter after money breathes."

Monthly Orator, Third Critic, First

Critic, and President, Carlisle Literary-

Society; Y. M. C. A. Cabinet; Assistant

Exchange Editor of Journal; Member
of Inter-Society Committee.

Yes, "By Neds," this is a true fossil

of Barnwell County, termed the fish

yarner. He tells his fables with as much

seriousness as if he were repeating his

Paternoster. Arthur has made a special

study of the natural sciences, especially

"Latin." He hopes to take his Ph. D.

cn this subject. "Alas," to poor Googe,

"the love of woman is known to be a

lovely and a fearful thine!" He is

doomed to the fate of a big old flirt.

HENRY GRADY GIBSON

Gibson, N. C.

"Love, constant love, has been my
constant guest."

Preston Literary Society ; Marshal at

Freshman Exhibition ; Second and Third
Censor, and First Critic, Preston Soci-
ety; Class Baseball, 'io-'n, 'n-'i2, '12-

'13; Class Football, 'io-'ii, 'i2-'i3; Se-
nior-Fresh Football, 'i2-'i3 ; Class Bas-
ketball, four years

;
Manager Class Bas-

katball, '12-13; Vice-President Marl-
boro County Club, 'i2-'i3.

"Gib" is a practical reformer. His

line of reform at the present time is

that of blotting out that senseless habit

commonly known as flirting. He has an

extensive plan of reform. He began at

the depot, but gave that ur>, and now
he is diligently working the business sec-

tions of the city. He hopes to finish this

real soon ; and then he determines to

make Alaska famous.



JAMES CARLISLE HARMON
McCormick, S. C.

"Hey-day—what a sweep of vanity ap-

proacheth

!

He danceth, mad is he, like merry Pan."

Monthly Orator, Third Censor, Sec-

ond Censor, and Second Critic, Preston

Literary Society; Class Baseball, four

years; Varsity Baseball, 'og-'io; Marshal
on Sophomore Exhibition ; Pianist Glee

Club, 'i2-'i3.

Here it is—bounded on the north by a

pompadour, on the south by "coats of

many colors." He acquired his title of

"Styx" from his elder brother, and
soared to fame. Once an idol of fan-

dom, he has dengenerated into a rival

of Terpsichore, and every summer as-

tounds the natives of his village with

the introductions of his latest accom-
plishments. His redeeming feature is

his ability to decorate any and every

piano stool. He is a lover of the "Jit-

shows," on which subject he is an au-

thority. His sole ambition is to be a

conductor on the C. & W. C. Railroad.

JOHN OTIS GREEN

Lake City, S. C.

"He is short and round and somewhat
fat,

But a man's a man for a' that."

Corresponding Secretary, Recording
Secretary, Monthly Orator, Second Crit-

ic, and Third Critic, Carlisle Literarv

Society; Athletic Editor Bohemian, '12-

'13; Bohemian Staff, 'io-'ii; Class Base-
ball, four years; Class Football, four

years, Captain three years ; Inter-Class

Football, four years, Caotain two years

;

Varsity Baseball, one year.

"Shorty" is the impersonator of our

class, and he bids fair to eclipse the

greatest in this his cherished art. His

favorite pastime is that of impersonating

every member of the faculty in turn.

We feel sure that some day the little

hamlet of Lake City will glory in the

fact that she nourished from childhood

this son of hers.

f
I
i
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THOMAS BELTON HUMPHRIES
Camden, S. C.

"I'll make assurance double sure,

And take a bond of fate."

President Class, 'i2-'i3 ; Secretary and
Treasurer Class, 'n-'i2 ; Marshal Fresh-
man Exhibition and Sophomore Exhibi-
tion

;
Secretary Student Body, 'io-'ii;

Member and Second Vice-President
Wofford Council ; Third Censor and Re-
cording Secretary Preston Literary So-
ciety ; Class Baseball, four years

;
Cap-

tain Class Baseball, 'io-'ii, 'i2-'i3

;

Manager Class Baseball, 'ii-'i2
;
Varsity

Baseball, 'io-'n; Member Athletic Ex-
ecutive Committee, '12-13; Assistant Art
Editor Bohemian, 'io-'ii; Assistant
Athletic Editor Bohemian, 'ii-'iz; Ed-
itor-in-Chief Bohemian, '12-13.

"Tom'' arrived at College under the

•care of his lady-loving brother, who
started him on the right path. Unlike
his brother, he soon gave up the ladies,

it being impossible for him to carry on
his college work and social duties to-

gether. His calm bearing, gentle smile,

and "cute" blush made "Hump" one of
the most popular men in the class.

GEORGE HEYWARD HODGES
Raymond, S. C.

"
'Tis man's perdition to be safe,

When for truth lie ought to die."

Freshman Speaker ; Vice-President
Freshman Class

;
Captain Class Baseball

Team, '09-' 10; Monthly Orator, Corre-
sponding Secretary, Vice-President, and
President, Carlisle Literary Society;

Sophomore Speaker ; Oratorical Speak-
er

; Junior Debater; Senior Speaker; Y.
M. C. A. Cabinet; College Council, '12-

'13; College Marshal, '11-12; Class
Football, '09-' 10.

"Hipp," alias "Bishop." He is the sole

representative of the class to both the

ministerial and foreign field. "Hipp"

goes to Chesnee every Sunday, and he

certainly must have those people sadly

fooled ; because there were, it is re-

ported, some very complimentary re-

marks made by one of his flock in

reference to "Bishop," and v/e know there
must be a screw loose somewhere.

1
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JULIEN CAPERS HYER
AlKEN, S. C.

"I cannot make this matter plain,

But I would shoot, howe'er in vain,

A random arrow from the brain."

President, Vice-President, First Cen-
sor, Second Censor, and Monthly Orator,

Calhoun Literary Society; Class Foot-
ball, '09-'io; Winner Freshman Decla-

mation Contest
;

Sophomore Speaker

;

Junior Debater ; Senior Speaker ; Ora-
torical Speaker; Business Manager and
Assistant Literary Editor Wofford
Journal

;
Literary Contributor to Jour-

nal and The Bohemian; Member Wof-
ford Council ;

Delegate to S. C. College

Press Association ; Member Inter-Soci-

etv Committee
;
Representative at State

Oratorical Contest.

"Jule" is a citizen of those suburbs

which have become famous as the out-

skirts of a few tourist hotels. Developed
marked tendencies towards journalism

and oratory. Has been connected with the

Wofford College Journal and the

Spartanburg Journal. He has spoken

publicly often, but is said to be in his

best form, when addressing small audi-

ences—usually a very small one.

JOHN GRANBERRY KELLY

Spartanburg, S. C.

"Who builds his hope in your fair looks

Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast."

Monthly Orator, Second Critic, First

Censor, and President, Carlisle Literary

Society
;
Secretary and Treasurer Class,

'i2-'i3; Class Marshal, 'oq-'io, 'io-'ii;

Senior Speaker; Junior Debater; Ex-
change Editor Journal; Member Exec-

utive Committee College Press Associa-

tion of S. C. ; Class Baseball, '09-' 10,

'io-'ii, 'n-'i2; Class Football, 'io-'n,

'i2-'i3; Manager Class Football, 'io-'n;

Member College Council.

Such an angelic expression must be

the result of Cupid's work, but 'tis

strange, John has never been guilty of

writing poetry. "Dune" is the only per-

son who can get a clear expression of

this philosophical mind. Beware of a

"weeping brook," little Ophelia, this

vouth is a student

!

1
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SWAINE ADELBERT MERCHANT
Spartanburg, S. C.

"The good Lord made him for a man,
so zve'll have to let him pass."

First Censor Calhoun Literary Soci-

ety; Member Class Baseball Team, '09-

'10, 'io-'n.

Go back to prehistoric times, select

the biggest tuft of black hair ; set it

upon the largest brain-roof around

about
;

get him to speak German, and

call him Adelbert. Under the beneficent

influence of modern civilization he has

become imbued witii a sort of refined

culture. He is much engrossed in teach-

ing something outside of college—some-

thing sweet, it is rumored. He was

indicted for having prepared an exam a

week ahead in his Junior year. Plead

guilty and the sentence was suspended.

ZEPHANIAH LAWSON MADDEN
Laurens, S. C.

]

"Better than such discourse doth si-

]

lence—long, long, barren silence—square

I

with my desire."

Entered '08; dropped out 'io-'ii;

! Junor Debater ; Senior Speaker ; Local
Editor Journal

;
Advertising Manager

Bohemian ; Member Wofford Council

;

l

Second Critic, First Censor. Vice-Pres-

j

ident and President, Preston Literary

i
Society.

Be sure and get the name right,

j
"Zack" is his name; "Zack," the pro-

fessor. Not the one who climbed the

sycamore tree, for, if Zack" had been

j
up the tree, Jesus would have said,

j

" 'Zack,' make haste and come down,

I for you are spitting tobacco juice on

these people down here." But "Zack's"

indispensable plug is the smallest part of

. his system. His genial fellowship and

j

unconquerable energy far outweight the

j small amount of tobacco he consumes.



WILLIAM JAMES MOSS

Norway, S. C.

"When I said I would die a bachelor,

I did not think I should live till I were
married."

Monthly Orator, First Critic, First,

Second and Third Censor, Preston Lit-

erary Society ; Inter-Society Committee
;

Y. M. C. A. Cabinet, 'i2-'i3.

"Billy, the Baritone Bov," discovered

his vocal talent in his Junior year. Fie

trained it out on the campus and at

Converse, finally getting it under control.

Vocal training assuredly leads to the

appreciation of good singing, and Billv,

early in his Senior year, developed the

habit of hearing all that was to be heard.

These varied from spring festivals to

mouth-organ music at Bobo, via the

medium of musical comedies.

JOHN THEODORE MONROE
Marton, S. C.

"In noble eminence enthroned and
sphered amidst' the others/'

College Marshal, 'io-'n, 'ii-'i2; Class
Football Team, 'io-'n, 'n-'i2; Glee
Club, 'ocj-'io, 'io-'n, 'n-'i2; President
Marion-Dillon Club, '11-12; President
Fitting School Alumni Association, '12-

'13; Member College Council, 'i2-'i3;

Business Manager Bohemian ; Presiding
Officer Oratorical Contest, 'i2-'i3; Cor-
responding Secretary, Vice-President,
and President, Preston Literary Society.

"Theo" won much fame as a Glee Club
artist during his first years of college

life, but the numerous duties of a busy
Senior compelled him to abandon the

pursuit of his favorite oastime during
his last year. An analytical mind, a

straightforward, business-like manner
makes us predict that Monroe will some
day become a rival of Pythagoras of old.

"Theo" has never been heard to express

himself as to his future plans, but some-
thing tells us that he has "one" silently

waiting for him. down in the land of the

"Swamp Fox."



JOHN BENJAMIN PAYSINGER

Newberry, S. C.

"I came, I saw, I did ; now—?"

Entered 'n ; Class Football Team, '12-

'13; Recording Secretary, First, Second
and Third Critic, First Censor, and Vice-

President, Carlisle Literary Society;

Oratorical Speaker.

Johnny has only been with us two

years, probably that's why he doesn't

show up well, but he's on the spot.

Johnny left Newberry at the end of his

Sophomore year. He decided the Presi-

dent wasn't running things to suit him,

and since all his efforts at reform proved

futile, he decided to abandon them to

their fate and came over nere to see if

he could not find a more responsive

bunch with us ;
but, ah, Johnny, my boy,

you didn't know what you were stepping

into

!

CLIFTON STOKES RHOAD
Branchville, S. C.

"I'll speak to it, though hell itself should
gape,

And bid me hold my peace."

Monthly Orator and First Censor
Preston Literary Society; Member
Inter-Society Committee, 'i2-'i3; Class

Basketball Team, 'n-'i2, 'i2-'i3.

Cliff, the math student ; he says there

is one problem in Calculus he just can't

work, "By Jimmies," and he worked a

whole hour on it for Clink and never

did get it; and any one who knows Cliff

will tell you whenever he works on a

math proposition that lone-

it must be a

"Jonah." "Colonel" says Bamberg is the

garden spot of the world, but no one

would ever conclude such a fact judging

by her flower (if he is one).



HUGO SHERIDAN SIMS

Orangeburg, S. C.

"When I speak, let no dog bark."

Freshman Speaker
;
Gymnasium Team,

'09-' 10, 'io-'ii; Sophomore- Tunior Inter-

Class Debate, 'io-'ii; Sophomore His-

torian; Winner Junior-Senior Story

Medal, '12; Assistant Editor-in-Chief

Bohemian, '12-13; Y. M. C. A. Cabinet;

Vice-President Preston Literary Society.

Friends, don't dispute him, unless you

are prepared for a scrap. Hugo is a

close observer, and lately has devoted

quite an amount of time on sociological

problems, so if there is anything in judg-

ing the future by the past there ought

to be results. He isn't responsible for

what he does, because all his thoughts,

cares and attentions are centered far

from his college duties—some say in

the city by the old Edisto.

HENRY RADCLIFFE SIMS
Orangeburg, S. C.

"When men desert the student's bower
for gold,

Some fears unnamed I have, my coun-

try."

Gymnasium Team, 'o9~'io, 'io-'ii;

Treasurer Student Body, '09-' 10; Re-
cording Secretary Wofford Council, '12-

'13; Vice-President, 'n-'i2; President,

'i2-'i3; Orangeburg County Club; Cor-
responding Secretary, Recording Secre-

tary, and President, Preston Literary

Society; awarded Journal Fresh-Soph
Story Medal, 'io-'ii ; Editor-in-Chief

Wofford College Journal, 'i2-'i3;

Freshman Speaker, 'o9-'io; Sophomore
Speaker, 'io-'ii; Sophomore-Junior In-

ter-Class Debate, 'io-'ii; Alternate

Wofford-Davidson Debate, 'n-'i2; Ju-
nior Debater, 'n-'i2; Senior Speaker;

Oratorical Speaker, 'i2-'i3.

No, this is the other one, a "plain,

blunt man," whose only regret is that

he was not a contemporary of Calhoun
and Webster. Yes, Henry is a ready

debater, as well as a spicy editor. Should
he be a politician, woe unto his antag-

onists.

i



JAMES MILTON STACKHOUSE

Dillon, S. C.

"A thing of duty is annoy forever."

Entered '10; Corresponding Secretary

and Second Critic, two terms, Calhoun
Literary Society; Class Baseball, 'io-'n,

'n-'i2, '12-13; Class Football, 'io-'n,

'n-'i2, '12-13
;
Varsity Baseball, 'io-'n,

'n-'i2, 'i2-'i3; Captain Varsity Baseball,

'i2-'i3 ; Member Athletic Committee;
Member Wofford Council.

"Stack's" first duty is on the ball field.

Put him in an old uniform and allow

him. to take on several packages of

chewing gum, and take off his cap, and

you have a wonder, for not only is he

tfien a marvelous pitcher, but the only

perpetual motion machine captured, and

Prof. Dan is still trying to prove that

friction will soon cause him to stop.

EDWARD TINDALL SPIGNER

Kingstree, S. C.

"Out of the abundance of the heart

the mouth speaketh,"

Monthly Orator, Treasurer, First Cen-
sor, and President, Preston Literary

Society; Treasurer and President Y. M.
C. A. ; Assistant Business Manager
Journal, 'n-'i2; Bohemian Staff, '09-

'10, 'io-'n, 'n-'i2; Vice-Pres'dent Class,

'io-'n; Marshal Freshman Exhibition;

Chief Marshal Sophomore Exhibition;

Class Football Team, four years.

Behold ! The true believer in the per-

fection of kind deeds; the genuine ad-

vocate of peace ; the careless sprinkler

of good words. Went to school for

three years, and then graduated from

the class of dreamers into the world of

practical affairs.



ERNEST BUTLER STALLWORTH

Woodruff, S. C.

"Shot,
Cupid!"

by Heaven! Proceed, sweet

Member Preston Literary Society;

Second Critic Preston Society; Member
of Class Football Team, 'i2-'i3.

Stallworth, yes, and how strangely his

name befits his figure. However, you

never would know that he was within

ten miles unless you spoke to him,. The
fact is every one has concluded that over

there somewhere around Woodruff there

must be a little girl who has all his

thoughts and attentions, and who is anx-

iously awaiting his return.

LAWRENCE JACKSON STILWELL
McCormick, S. C.

"He ivill not be convinced, until he hath

convinced himself and other men."

Monthly Orator, Corresponding Sec-

retary, Recording Secretary, First Critic,

and President, Calhoun Literary Society;

Class Baseball Team, four years, Captain

three years ; Class Football, four years

;

Pitcher Varsity Baseball, four years

;

Inter-Class Football Team, '09-' 10, '10-

'11; Literary Editor Bohemian; Presi-

dent Class, 'io-'n; Member Executive
Committee, S. C. I. O. A., '12-13

; Fresh-

man Marshal
;
Presiding Officer Soph-

omore Exhibition ;
Presiding Officer

Junior Debate; Secretary, 'io-'n ; Vice-

President, 'n-'i2, 'i2-'i3; Y. M. C. A.;

Member College Council; Senior

Speaker.

Here's the brow where "dignity and
wisdom sate enthroned." Lawrence is

one of the class's "old guard," and, like

the proverbial fib, "is a very present

help in time of trouble." His innocent

young life has never experienced but

one great love, and that was for Billy

Carter.

1
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WENDELL HOLMES TILLER

LeROY NICHOLSON WATSON
Ridge Spring, S. C.

"Yon Calvin has a lean and hungry look,
j

He thinks too much : such men are
j

dangerous/'

Monthly Orator; Corresponding Sec-
retary, Recording Secretary ; First and
Second Censor, Second Critic, and Vice-
President, Calhoun Literary Society

;

Marshal Freshman Exhibition ; Vice-
j

President Class, 'n-'i2; Member College
Council, 'n- 12', Secretary and Treas-
urer Revellers Club, 'ii-'i2; President
Revellers Club, '12-13; Member Ath-
letic Association, 'n-'i2; Assistant Bus-
iness Manager Bohemian, 'n-'i2.

Don't shy, Maud; he's perfectly harm-
less, despite that lean, hungry look.

j

"Cal's" time is occupied in going to Con-
verse, passing back exams, and selling

D'Ancona's clothes. "Cal's" voice is a
cross-fire between a low soprano and
the howl of a cat in distress. His chief

ambition is to become a gymnasium in-

structor in a female college. No better

fellow is to be found, and we predict
much success for him in after-life. |

Rowesville, S. C.

"O wad some pow'r the qiftie gie us
To see oursels as others see us!"

Freshman Marshal ; Second Critic,

Third Critic, Recording Secretary, Sec-
ond Censor, First Critic, First Censor,
and President, Carlisle Literary Society;
Member Wofford Council, 'i2-'i3;

Member Varsity Track Team, 'n-'i2,

'i2-'i3
;
Inter-Society Committee, 'i2-'i3.

Tiller, just plain Tiller, has been for-

tunate to escape one of those college-

given names which almost every man has

to endure. Tiller is the map agent; he

went out last summer to sell $600.00

worth; no one knows -'ust how much he

did sell. But if there was any chance

of squeezing the "dough" out of the

poor farmer he knew it. Track is his

hobby, and he hopes to cop the 100-yard

dash real soon.
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Senior Class History

We have now reached the first real mile-post on the way of

life_we are graduating! When we first thought of the time

when we should finish our college course, our graduation

seemed to us a vague something which would take place in

a far-away and distant future, of which it was not yet time

even to think. Time dragged, and even after we entered col-

lege the goal seemed still far away. But now that it is a reality,

and we have attained that for which we have been striving, we

realize that our time has not dragged, but that it has sped by

at a most rapid pace. The four years spent in college and the

nine or ten years of preparatory work appear to us now as a

very brief space of time.

When we entered the standard of the college had just been

raised, in order to put WofTord in the class with the very best

colleges. The high standard was only an experiment, but our

class stood the test so well that those in charge decided to make

the fourteen units entrance requirement a permanent thing. In

fact, it seems to us that they were not satisfied with merely

raising the standard for us, but they have also taken special

delight in putting in new courses and in making greater re-

quirements in many other ways.

As to the number of members ; there are only forty in the

class now, but when we take into consideration the fact that
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there were only fifty-six who entered as Freshmen, we see that

a remarkable record has been made. The records of the va-

rious classes which have gone out as graduates from Wofford

show that the present class lost a smaller percentage of its

members each year, and that the percentage of those who
entered as Freshmen and completed the course is greater than

that of any preceding class.

Since space is limited, it will be impossible to tell everything.

With this understanding, only a few of the most important

facts of each year will be given.

In September, 1909, we gathered in the chapel for the first

time. Here we were made welcome by the President of the

college, who also made many announcements which all, except

us, seemed to understand. After chapel exercises, we were

rushed to the office of the registrar, directly, in case we had a

friend who was kind enough to show us where it was, other-

wise—that is, if a "Soph" volunteered to show us the way—it

was after having been taken to several of the class rooms, two
or three of the Society Halls, the tower, and in some cases

even to the "gym."

Having registered, we had a class meeting at which an organ-

ization was perfected. The following officers were elected:

President, Patterson; Vice-President, Hodges; Secretary-

Treasurer, Black; Historian, Spigner.

After this we got down to hard work, and nothing happened

of very great importance to anybody except ourselves until

spring, when the Freshman Contest was held. At this time

we gave the public a chance to see what we were capable of

doing, in order that they might be better prepared to accept

the reports concerning us made by the professors. The contest

was a great success, even greater than had been hoped for by
the most optimistic.

The speakers were : H. R. and H. S. Sims, Herlong, Hyer,
Hodges, and Jenkins. The oratory displayed by all these speak-

ers indicated the high quality of the class. The judges decided

that the best speech had been made by Mr. Hyer, and rewarded
him with a medal.
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In athetics, as well as in oratory and every other phase of

our work, we were very successful. Though no trophies were

won by our teams, still we had always to be reckoned with.

Our baseball material was especially good, and it is a remark-

able fact that five Freshmen were put on the varsity team.

Having spent our first year in somewhat this way, we went

home to spend a short time. We returned to college in Sep-

tember, 1910, to enter upon our Sophomore year. The number

of our men not returning was very small, and their places were

filled by others who joined us at this time. College life was

very different from what it had been when we reached the

campus for the first time. Then it was we who received all the

speeches of welcome, all the care of the old boys, especially of

the class next lower than Junior. Now it was upon us that the

responsibility rested, for we realized how necessary it was to

make the new men feel welcome, and to make men of them

from the start.

The officers elected for this year were : President, Stilwell

;

Vice-President, Spigner
;

Secretary-Treasurer, Henderson

;

Historian, H. S. Sims.

Although we were much in evidence all the time, the first

public function in which we were allowed to participate was

the Sophomore-Junior Debate. We made the challenge for

this contest, which resulted in our defeat ; but still the speeches

by H. S. Sims, Moore and H. R. Sims, our representatives,

were of a type that any debater might well feel proud of.

The next occasion of special interest during the year was

the "Soph Ex." Each speaker had a splendid speech, and de-

livered it in a way very creditable, not only to himself, but also

to the class and to the college.

The speakers were: Herlong, Hyer, H. R. Sims, Jenkins,

Moore and Hodges.

All the athletic teams of the class were strong and made

splendid records. Again, we had a large number of men on all

the college teams. One of the representatives of the college

in the State tennis meet was from our class.

Having passed through this period of conceit and self-satis-
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faction, we had learned rnuch
;
consequently, when we returned

in September, 191 1, to resume our duties we were conscious

of what we had been through, and how we must have appeared

to others. This made us work and act in a way different from
that of any previous year, and we regained the respect which

had been lost when we were Sophomores. We now realized

that our first duty was to our work.

The officers for this year were : President, Jenkins ; Vice-

President, Watson; Secretary-Treasurer, Humphries; His-

torian, Bethea.

For the first time we had a man from our class in the Inter-

Society Oratorical Contest, which was held to select Wofford's
representative for the State contest.

After this, we had no part in any public function until the

Junior Debate, which took place during Commencement. As
in every previous case, our men showed up well, making a most
excellent impression on the large number who were present,

not only from the college and the city, but also from almost
every part of the State.

For this occasion the debaters were: Hyer, H. R. Sims,
Kelly, Easterling, Madden and Hodges.

In athletics we were again very successful, and were well

represented on all the college teams. One of the representa-

tives in the inter-collegiate tennis tournament was from our
class. He played in singles and doubles. In football we won
the championship.

In September, 19 12, we returned again to take up, for the
last time, our duties as students of Wofford College. Realiz-
ing now the great opportunities that were ours, we entered upon
our work with greater determination than ever before. Since
we were again forced to give up a few of our number, we
started on the final lap with forty members.
The officers elected to pilot us through our last year were

:

President, Humphries; Vice-President, Bethea; Secretary-
Treasurer, Kelly

; Prophet, Bethea
; Historian, Earle.

For a time it seemed that every one was concerned with im-
pressing upon us the responsibility of being a Senior; and then
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we began to realize that we had a very short time to remain at

school, and that we were looked upon as an example by the

under-classmen.

We started the year showing our superiority over the other

classes by winning the championship in baseball. Soon after

that, when the representatives for the State tennis meet were

selected, both of them were taken from our class. In fact, in

all forms of athletics we took the leading part and had a most

successful year.

The first oratorical contest of the year was that which was

held to select the speaker to represent Wofford at the State

contest. The three speakers from our class showed the fine

quality that has always characterized the class of 1913.

From this time until Commencement we were busy with our

work, for we had to be sure of the diploma to which we had

been looking forward so long. During Commencement we

had our last chance, as college students, to show to what great

height we had attained. To do this in the most effective way,

the class elected Hyer, H. R. Sims and Hodges; and the

faculty appointed Madden, Stilwell and Kelly. These men had

real speeches and delivered them in such a way that they made

an impression on the audience which will cause them ever to

be remembered.

These are some of the things which we have done. In some

we were successful, in some we failed; but we hope that our

successes outweigh our failures. We have tried to see the good

in our failures as well as in our successes, and we feel that the

four years spent here have not been in vain.

As our college life has been marked by failures and successes,

so will be our life in the world. We hope that in the end,

when all is over, each one of us will have attained all the

high and noble aspirations of his life.

C. M. Earle, Historian.
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Class Prophecy

As for my own use, I don't like introductions—in fact, I

don't need them and never expect to need them in my private

use. This pen-wielder does not desire to be misunderstood or

misinterpreted by the readers; therefore, I am putting much
labor on the introduction.

In the first place, this is supposed to be the Class Prophecy.

I: is not' a biography, but only a glimpse into the future of my
classmates. Many years are passed over, and by this I picture

the members of the Senior Class at that future time.

Another misconception is that the prophet is a dreamer. He
can smoke his pipe and lean back, and in the cloud of curling

smoke picture each man in his future environments. Take
care, it is a job'—a hard, strenuous job—one that will make
any man dream and walk the floors at night. I am in despair,

and, of course, I have been dreaming.

In my dreams "Rip Van Winkle" and his long sleep of hap-

piness came up to me. Puzzle ! Yes, a puzzle to me why na-

ture was so kind to this one individual. Oh ! it is this prophecy
that drives me to envy his pleasure. I wonder if "Rip" had
any sons, and if they inherited such a pleasure from their

father. If so, they are still in the arms of Morpheus.

Nature is a good remedy for despair. I am tired dreaming
and worrying over this prophecy. Nature for me ! I am going

over on the Blue Ridge, where nature can pour her medicines

of grandeur and happiness over my troubled soul. Perhaps,

the low tones of the long pines and the deep, long-sounding

notes of the shrubbery will inspire me for my task. •

Look ! that splendid range of blue-colored peaks in the dis-

tance is fine. How well nature paints her pictures ! What is

this to the right? A cave, a little home of nature's own de-

signing. Here's where I inspect such a delightful place for

sleeping; perhaps, I will take a long nap like Rip. What is

that moving in that dark corner ? What ! an old man. Look

!

he yawns. That ragged, long beard resembles Old Rip.

"Say, old fellow, why do you look so sleepy?"



36 Wofford College Journal.

"My boy, don't you see I am kin to Rip Van Winkle? I am

his son, and like my old Dad—I can always enjoy sleep. I

have a bad habit of wandering. For forty years I have been

a lover of Morpheus, but in all my sleep, dreaming of forty

men has puzzled me. In the Rockies, where I spent twenty

years in one nap, I had a faint, troublesome dream of forty

college graduates. This awoke me, and I wandered here only

to dream more. It was a clear dream, with each face, which

seemed to be real. It was a class at Wofford College. Do you

remember the class of thirteen? Well, they were the ones I

di earned of."

"Shake this hand, old fellow ! You are the one I am looking

for. I am to write the prophecy of that class, and, as you have

dreamed twice, you can give me a real prophecy. Here, take

this bottle of rum, now, I have my pencil ready—give me that

dream."

"By George! that rum was great, and I hope it will add a

little spice to what I expect to tell you. Here goes—take it

down

:

"This first fellow is named Black. Yes, Hugh Black. See

!

He has a saw and hatchet in his hand. Don't be frightened.

He is just going to repair his operating table. He is a doctor

of considerable fame, and is making a success practicing with

his brother Sam in the 'Burg. By the way, he uses no anes-

thetic, but in place of this his own famous brand of Black's

hot-air. It is a power. Millions flock to him for treatment,

especially women, for heart trouble.

"D. L. Edwards forces himself upon me. No one can per-

suade him that he hasn't Edgar Allan Poe beat a mile when it

comes to writing poetry. He is very sensitive to being called

the second Poe. He swears he does not drink like the first

Poe, yet he has been caught in many saloons, drunk and writing

poetry. His most mysterious is 'A Full Bottle, Evermore.'

"Don't be troubled by that smoke. It is Pittsburg. That

dense smoke is from the Genes Manufacturing Company. This

is the remarkable case of a man reaping a fortune by the use of

his name. Genes was fooled into the pants-making business
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by J. B. Paysinger. He runs the business end of the company,

while Genes (famous for his persuasive voice) travels over the

country getting orders for their famous alligator brand.

'Genes,' of course, must always sell.

"The next is a vivid picture of Dillon, S. C., in all its vice

and wickedness. All at once it appears all new. Yes, a new

mayor, Bill Carter, made it a wonderful city. His noiseless

police did the work. Now he is famous, and will tour the

world giving his method of 'Noiseless police, the only cure for

vice' ; that is, after he spends ten years in New York and gets

a little Yankee speed on his speech.

"The only two evangelists of the class are W. H. Tiller and

Ernest Stallworth. They hold a big meeting in Greenville.

Many thousands are converted. Later Tiller stops preaching,

and now is teaching a bunch of New Yorkers how to run the

mile. He is noted for his success in the Olympic games.

"The next figure is a great horseman. After leaving college

'Cal' Watson's love for his horse caused him to enter the life

of a stock-farmer. He raises nothing but race horses, which

have world-wide reputations. He has a famous two-year-old

which he says will win the King's Derby in England next

summer. By the way, he gave the Governor of his State one

of his famous horses for a notary public commission. You
know, his ambition was always to marry people.

"The band's playing—people yelling—great excitement.

Look ! they all hurry to the tent where the pistol was fired. It

is Spigner bidding the people in to see his wonderful exhibi-

tion. The show was fine, quite an obscurity—Billy Moss doing

the mystic slide on a needle and singing to the delight of the

audience.

"We are Alabama bound by automobile. See, what splendid

fields of cotton and corn. A scientific farming plantation. Who
is that there at the end of those cotton rows? If it isn't Blair!

His fondness for Gibson led him into farming. They are suc-

cessfully using Gibson's improved plan of cotton growing.

"Look, we are on the campus at Wofford. First, I will go

in the Science Hall. To my surprise I found H. H. Brown
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occupying the Chair of Biology. He is a noted biologist, and

his keen work in the life of a rat has revolutionized the study

of its blood system.

"In Charleston. Listen ! Such fine singing from that large,

spacious church. I will go in and hear it. Look !
conference

is in session, with Bishop Hodges presiding. They read out the

appointments, and Epps was sent to Columbia. He is one of

the noted pulpit orators of this conference.

"In an Atlanta paper I noticed the following advertisement

:

'L. J. Stilwell & Son, Bankers.' Stilwell is one of the South's

few millionaires. He has revolutionized the financial world

with his new methods of banking.

"In Atlantic City. Listen! Such harmonious music from

above. I will make a night of it and see what it is. By George!

a dancing school, and Tom Calvert as instructor, teaching the

fashionable Atlantic City folks his 'Paris Dip' and 'Atlanta

Leap.' His popularity as a great dancer is known everywhere.

"Don't give up. There is something great in everything. It

is Jule Hyer and Bobo Burnett—two big lawyers in partner-

ship. It is in New Orleans that they won a case by proving

perpetual motion to the jury. Jule did the talking. The DuPre

method was used.

"This fellow, Z. L. Madden, will not be still. Yes, I have

him ! He is teaching. He stops long enough to explain Dar-

win's 'Theory of Evolution' to a bunch of young North Caro-

linians. Is forced to resign his school on account of beliefs.

Marries a red-headed woman, and writes a book on 'The

Eternal Hope.'

"The next figure is very indistinct and undecided whether to

come forward—'Bub' Green. He is proprietor of a system of

restaurants in San Francisco. Having a monopoly in res-

taurants, he now lives a happy life, visiting each restaurant

daily, and, of course, his specialty is a club sandwich. It is

rumored that he is to sell his restaurants and take up the easy

life of—playing the fat-man in a carnival.

"Here's some excitement ! Yes, a big horse sale. Look at

the auctioneers—the Sims Bros. They are so fond of each
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other that they decided to enter this work and use their gift

of looking so much alike in fooling the people. They have a

splendid line,' and sell a hundred or more horses a day. They

are fond of writing, and The Horse Review is a side line at

their stables.

"I hate to tell these newspaper stories. John Kelly starts

out as editor and director of a New York paper. Believing

he is the 'White Hope,' he beats six directors and one office

boy in a single day. He now owns the paper. Marries a

suffragette, and her influence is used in political editorials.

"Look ! Read this sign ! 'J- A. Edwards, Proprietor. Bil-

lards and Pool.' Walking in, I see the old, familiar face of

Turk' Edwards. He has on a white coat and is racking up the

balls. He now goes to the cash register and plays that old,

familiar tune, This Joint Will Soon Be Mine.'

"Hark ! Melodious sounds ! It is Carl Harmon, the world's

famous pianist, filling a two weeks' engagement at Manhattan

Theatre, New York. He started his career in vaudeville, but

when he composed his startling piece, 'Oozing Along,' his fame

began. He has composed many famous pieces, but the
(Mc-

Cormick Glide' seems to take better with the audience. By

the way, Carnegie has pensioned him, as he found the last

piece a splendid cure for headaches. He takes the treatment

only from the phonograph, as the original treatment is too

severe.

"Don't be excited, this noise is only Jim Chapman. He
makes a success in the cotton mill business. Goes North on a

pleasure trip. Marries a brunette. In two weeks she grows

tired of Jim, and gets a divorce. He is discouraged and returns

to Spartanburg. Memories of old Converse persuade him to

attempt a call on some of the pretty girls, but he is each time

spurned. Advertises for a wife, and the only old maid in the

city answers. He goes West !

"To the Globe Theatre, in Chicago. Swain Merchant is the

'Prima Donna,' with Aiken Carlisle, playing in 'Green Socks.'

Loud and laughable, catchy and slow, yet the stars take with

the galleries.
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"Look! a Blue-Coat is pulling a man from the gutter. A
crowd is gathering. It is T. B. Humphries, the great Balti-

more philanthropist. He is in New York on a pleasure trip.

Not allowed to drink at home, he takes advantage of the big

city and drinks too much. But 'tis better to be arrested than

scolded by a woman.

"Read—such gorgeous headlines
—

'Googe and Cooley, As-

tronomers ; Discover Automobiles on Mars.' Thereby proving

it is inhabited; Congress votes them medals. Cooley is also

famous for his mechanical manicuring machine.

"Back in South Carolina ! In walking up the streets of Co-

lumbia I noticed this sign, 'C. R. Edwards, Insurance.' Walk-

ing in, I found him trying to persuade an old bachelor that if

he buys a marriage license and insures it, he can put off mar-

riage until desired. If girl refuses, of course, he collects the

insurance. Claude's specialty is automobile insurance.

"C. S. Rhoads looms up. He is teaching mathematics at a

girls' school in Georgia. Fell in love with one of the 'Georgia

Peaches,' married, and now is desiring to leave this school and

return to his farm in Mississippi. He expects to be Post-

master-General of the United States, so that he can reduce

postage from two cents to one.

"What! A traveling man—Mac Asbill. After leaving col-

lege he tried teaching, but found his desires for seeing the

world so strong that again he accepted an old position of selling

automobile tires. Along with this, Mac carries a side line,

The Saturday Evening Post, and post cards. Mac has de-

termined to remain a bachelor, yet rumors spread that he is

engaged to a Washington society girl, and that he will settle

down in that city and devote his time to writing a book on

'Modern Rules of Etiquette.'

"What a sound ! The people are wild. It is San Francisco.

New York is to battle with this city for the United States

championship. The umpire announces the batteries, and

Stackhouse was to pitch for New York. He led the New York

team to the. championship of the American League, and now

he was to pitch the deciding game for a greater championship.
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Look! he puts his 'rabbit foot' in his pocket, and, of course,

wins the game on his superb pitching. By the way, an actress

gave him that 'rabbit foot,' and it is rumored that he will marry

her and go on the stage for a living.

"Well, who would have thought it? Tom Easterling went

to British South Africa as a missionary, and soon succeeded

in organizing a Y. M. C. A. He fooled the natives into paying

heavy fees, with which he eloped with a princess. Later, he

led a successful rebellion against the English government, and

has set up a despotic kingdom, all his own.

"Only two politicians in such a large class—Theo Monroe

and Mays Earle. They practice law together in Charleston.

Monroe was nominated for the legislature by the Democrats,

and the Republicans, knowing of no better competitor, nom-

inated his law partner, Earle. After a vigorous campaign,

election day came and each received forty-eight hundred votes.

The election was thrown to the County Board of Elections.

Monroe was Secretary and a member of the Board, and the

vote was again a tie. Monroe exercised the prerogative to

break the tie, voting for himself, and, of course, was declared

the representative from Charleston County.

"Say, the next fellow is too hard to make me suffer telling

of him. It is you, Bethea. Say, have you another bottle of

rum ?"

"Well, old fellow, you have been so kind to tell me this

dream—take this bottle. Say, leave me a drink! Well, that

is all right, drink it down." He starts for a corner of the

cave and falls down to sleep. I tried to wake him, but his

sleep was that of peace never to wake more.

J. Earle Bethea, Prophet.
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"To Each Child Its Own Best Chance"

Speech of Mr. J. C. Hyer, Wofford's Representative at State

Contest at Rock Hill.

The little children of the South, with their noble heritage of

heroic blood, untainted and pure, are truly the hope of this

section and of the nation as well. Our first question with

reference to them is, "Are they not more precious than the

dollars for which their childhood is sacrificed by denying them

their childhood rights to play and dream, and of their oppor-

tunity to learn?" Some one has said "that the child is the

harbinger of the Golden Age that is to be" ; but who will deny

that if America wishes to raise the standards of the future of

civilization, she must accomplish it through the child of today ?

The three great phases of the child's nature should be dealt

with individually and collectively, for the reformation of the

one will bring about the benefiting of the others. The physical,

the mental, and the moral life must each be placed upon a

higher plane, or lasting good cannot be effected. When the

body, the mind, and the morals are each given the best chance

for development, then only can we hope for a more wholesome

and more efficient type of civilization. An iron wall of social

and economic defense must therefore be built up around each

and every child as a safeguard against an ignorant, avaricious,

improvident industrialism. No one should lay profane hands

upon a sacred thing, and what is more sacred than the life of

a child and the hope of humanity that lies in that life?

We need not expect to build an enduring republic upon an

illiterate and physically degenerate population. What, then, is

in store for us, since the recent census figures show that every

fifth child, between the ages of ten and fifteen years of age, in

this country, is a bread-winner; and of these juvenile wage-

earners every third child is a girl ? Some of these children are

foreigners, it is true ; but we must not forget that here in

America, "God's great crucible, in which the nations of the

earth are blended," where democracy and fair-play are preva-

lent, all men are considered, at least in theory, free and equal.
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Certainly it can be affirmed that no wise and educated parent

could be content to see their little ones slave away their child-

hood days. Nevertheless, the fact is that we witness on every

hand, even the mother, led on by the misguided example of

thousands of others, come forward and cast her children into

the "great, roaring temple of industry," and as they fall, far

beyond hope of recovery, we may well exclaim, as did the

Master at that other temple: "I tell you that she hath cast

in more than they all; for they of their abundance hath given,

but she of her want hath cast in all that she had, even her very

life." It was written of old, "A little child shall lead them,"

and science has at last united with revelation to proclaim this

truth. Why, then, should not the child, which is to lead the

next generation, have its rights safeguarded by a religiously

informed and scientifically enlightened society?

The first and greatest hindrance to this is the evil commonly

known as child labor. The child that labors is robbed of its

childhood, and thereby society itself is robbed of its greatest

potential wealth. This evil, as no other, cripples its victims

and even maims the unborn children of its survivors. England

once, during her industrial history, had this evil to contend

with, and it was proven conclusively to the people of that na-

tion that it was an irreparable injury both to the children and

to society at large.

But it is not to England, nor to the other sections of our own

country so much as to our own section, that we wish to devote

our thought. Statistics show that this evil is most prevalent in

the South. The assertion that the laws are fewest where the

need is greatest is proven conclusively by conditions in North

and South Carolina, for both these States have mild legislation

and the enforcement of the existing laws is not given too care-

ful attention. In the textile industries, more than in any oth-

ers, we find the children, especially in South Carolina, in great

numbers sacrificing their future efficiency as adults by severe,

unsuitable and even unhealthful labor. The legislation is so

far short of what it should be and enforcement so lax that

infringements are frequent and unnoticed. Can we blame the
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employers for this ? Not entirely, for they doubtless recognize

the economic truth that child labor does not pay ; but that men

fitted for the work and labor-saving machinery take its place

without loss of profit.

If this then is the case, why should we allow ignorant and

illiterate parents, made so from the very conditions of their

lives, conditions for which they are not wholly responsible,

to render defective generation upon generation of children,

when humane laws could prevent it? Not for the parents nor

for ourselves should we be concerned; but for the securing

of the blessing of reasonable happiness, comfort and efficiency

to our posterity, should we see to it that child labor laws are

enacted and enforced. Richard Castler, the great friend of the

child, used words to Englishmen which we can well take to

ourselves : "Our ancestors would not have supposed it pos-

sible; posterity will not believe it true, that there had existed

a generation of Englishmen which would work lisping human-

ity of a few summers old, regardless alike of its smiles and

tears, unmoved by its irresisting weakness, twelve, fourteen

and even sixteen hours a day, and on through the weary night

also ; until in the dewy morn of its existence the bud of youth

faded and fell where it was yet unfolded."

The mental, moral and industrial injury suffered through the

lack of education is the next great evil with which we must

contend. Properly handled, compulsory education laws are di-

rectly supplementary to child labor reforms. In the South,

where illiteracy is most prevalent, the laws are the exceptions

and not the rules. Slavery to ignorance is no less slavery than

the slavery of bonds and masters. It is the inherent right of

every American child that it should be free from both. By

careful observation, it has been found that no Jewish or Negro

children are employed in our factories, mills or department

stores. They are in the schools, playing in the glorious south-

ern sunlight, becoming strong and healthy; while pale-faced,

deformed little Christians of our own stock and blood are

slaving away their God-given freedom in our mills and fac-

tories
;
and, backed it may be by a lazy, shiftless father or an
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incompetent mother, robbed of the birthright of every Amer-

ican child—an education—they are foredoomed to an illiterate

maturity.

In an examination of the Victor, Granby, Monaghan, and

Lancaster Mills, it was found that ninety-two out of one hun-

dred and forty-two children were illiterates. We are much

given to boasting of the equality of our citizenship, loudly as-

serting South Carolina's brilliant future ; but we must remem-

ber that it is not through her business resources and her banks

alone that her glory is to be made permanent ; but through the

character of her citizenship. If a high type of citizenship is

to be produced, we must begin now by taking the children from

the factory and the fields and putting them into the schools.

And this in the end will mean industrial success. For Germany,

with her unexcelled industrial army, lays the foundation of

her marvelous prosperity of the last half-century, not only in

her manufactures, but also in the laws which make attendance

at school until fourteen compulsory.

With the body and the mind of the child thus protected and

given the opportunity for development by these necessary re-

forms, the moral side of its nature must receive our attention.

It has been truthfully said : "Science may cry, Save the child

for the sake of the future; religion, for the sake of God;

education, for the sake of the people
;
democracy, for the sake

of the State
;
industry, for the sake of efficiency ; but conscience

cries, Save the child for its own sake ; for the child is not only

the trustee of the past and the hope of the future, but it is the

living present, entitled to every protection, security and for-

bearance which man grants to man, and as much more as is

granted to man as is required by the defenselessness of the

child."

But can we expect children brought up to regard vice and

crime as everyday occurrences to be other than deficient in

intellects and lacking in moral and ethical standards? Oc-

cupations and industries exist which, for a pitiful wage, take

little children of both sexes out into the streets, where they are

buffeted about by the relentless hand of a thoughtless humanity,
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and often become the prey of the greedy, the brutal and the

bestial. The banding together into gangs by these homeless

little traders more than anything else is the nursery of our

thieves, our vagabonds and our social enemies. They are not

only deprived of the uplifting influence of the home, which is

necessarily the school of religious feelings, the nursery of

personal habits, and the matrix of the will ; but they are, on

the contrary, surrounded by companions which make potently

for their moral, spiritual and mental corruption. The fruits

of industry and American civilization will be far more lasting

when we exclude the child from the arena of business corrup-

tion and demoralization, where at a tender age it is made fit

for the scrap-heap of the world, and allow it to play, study

and work under the most rational reign of steadying and stim-

ulating training that our civilization can afford.

But it is in the generation now emerging that America looks

for the children's champion. This generation must work for

the salvation of the American child, until each and every little

one in this land of ours is assured of its right to play and learn

;

and then, as the richest reward., will come the best assurance of

the nation's perpetuity and progress. We, as a nation, are too

fond of dwelling upon our past and of contenting ourselves

with conditions which have remained prevalent so long. In

the immortalization of our dead heroes, we are too prone to

forget the generation which is in our midst. We must remem-

ber from past experience and from the pages of American his-

tory that the heroes of tomorrow come from the log cabins

and the plow handles of today. When the army of Israel was

in sore distress, God did not call forth a mighty man of valor

to take the head of Goliath; He knew where there was, far

out on the lonely hillsides of Judea, a mere stripling of a lad

tending his father's flocks, and it was from this lonely sphere

that He called forth the man to accomplish the work.

The men and women of this great commonwealth must rise

and perform their duty. Our sister State of North Carolina,

with her seeming strong legislation, sent forth in the year of

1900 to the South Carolina cotton mills 1,500 men, women and



Wofford College Journal. 47

children of pure Anglo-Saxon stock; with the same red blood

in their veins that fought the British at King's Mountain and

New Orleans, who followed the Stars and Bars through many

a hard-fought field, who were the first to respond to the call to

arms in the war against Spain, but to whom the nation will

turn in the time of her need in vain, as England looked to

Manchester, Sheffield and Leeds in vain for an army of

Englishmen to conquer a mere handful of South African

farmers, when she had allowed the long-continued labor in the

mills to sap the strength and vitality of her soldiery. The

ancient Hebrew phophet, with a picture unsurpassed in art or

literature, suggests our highest duty and the means of our truest

progress. The little child is the center of his brilliant canvas.

It shall play upon the hole of the asp ; the wolf shall dwell with

the sheep ; the leopard and lamb shall lie down together ; the lion

shall eat straw as the ox ; the cow and the bear shall feed—

a

little child shall lead them—and likewise must be this civiliza-

tion of. ours, if we hope for it to endure.

"God hasten the coming of that day, when the child shall

lead, and not be driven ; when the forces which are tending for

the mastery of the American child shall be quelled, their vio-

lence tamed, and there shall be ushered in a regin of universal

peace and brotherhood."
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As we realize the close of our college

FAREWELL career, many are the thoughts that

crowd in upon us. Most of them are

pi asant; with a nod and a smile we welcome old faces as

friends of olden days pass along the review of memory. The

sights of different individuals call back many and varied ex-

periences ; not all laughter, however, for even a college course

has its frowns and tears as well as smiles.

The last class has been heard, the last examination been

passed, and we realize the few days that separate the student

from the worker are passing rapidly away. But yet we cannot
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view the approach with any dread; we have no 1 fear of the

conflict with life's contesting forces. The same elements that

have been required to be successful here may well be assured

of victory there. All each man has to do in this world of

ours is think first, then act, and leave the rest to God.

With this issue we surrender the

THE NEW STAFF honor and burden of editing The Wof-
ford College Journal. We have been

far from perfection, errors stand along our pathway, but, nev-

ertheless, it has been a pleasure.

To the new staff we turn with hope and confidence, expecting

larger things. Theirs be the joy, the labor, the struggles, the

alternating praise and blame, and the final assurance of duty

well done. Here's to you, gentlemen

!

As we look back over our college

SOCIETY WORK course, we believe we can justly and
truthfully say that the greatest inspira-

tions we have gotten from it for our future guidance have
been more or less directly drawn from our work in the society
of which we were a member. The first call of emulative ambi-
tion was to excel in it, not to make distinctions on our lessons

;

in fact, the latter never had any appeal. Anybody almost can
by a certain degree of patience and tenacity master a printed
lesson, but to voluntarily exert yourself in debate and oratorical
efforts brought forth better stuff.

You may think you are in the wrong society
; you're not the

man makes the society, not the society the man. You may be-
lieve your opponent blessed with natural advantages, but what
of it, go to it, for the great man is he who wins over difficulties

and against odds. You may be discouraged by defeat—it's no
use, the present writer has been on more speaking events than
any other man now in college, and has been licked every time

;

yet we believe we were benefited just as much as if we had
won.

Towards the close of this year the three societies all adopted
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plans recommended by the faculty committee in an effort to

increase interest and results from the society work. The sug-

gestions they made will add much if properly carried out.

and it is up to the society leaders to carry them out. Es-

pecial attention should be directed to the debate. The inter-

class debates will add much to society rivalry, tending to pro-

mote excellence. The debate, more than any other society

exercise, causes a man to use his intellect ; it keeps him on the

alert, and the rebuttal gives excellent opportunities for ex-

temporaneous practice.

This year Furman challenged us to a debate (although most

people don't know it), and the students at Emory, in Georgia,

thought seriously before Christmas of doing the same thing.

Therefore, it can be easily seen that Wofford must prepare for

these engagements : students, get busy.

As much as man has advanced in

THE PROGRESS OF learning with the progress of centuries,

AGES
the things he has discovered and the

truths he has declared are but negligible compared to the vast

recesses which lie behind the veil of earthly penetration and

human perception. For ever in the course of his material and

gradual advancement, man has had a certain limited degree of

knowledge, the amount possessed at a time being the key to

his stage of development, and always just beyond the reach of

his growing conception were greater facts and larger realities,

the blessings of which were to be realized by the coming gener-

ation. But unto no generation has it been given to know every-

thing, and step by step man has broadened his knowledge and

increased his wisdom only to discover other realms of vaster

mysteries. An Alexander crying for more worlds to conquer

would have hailed with delight the discoveries of a Columbus,

but in the process of minds there can be no Alexanders com-

plete in dominance and mastery, for with the grasp of a fact

comes the revelation that it is but the threshhold, beyond

which lies a more extensive area open and ready for explora-

tion. But as the torchlight of intelligence is thrown into the
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backgrounds of the unknown, mysteries are cleared up, hidden

forces released to work for good, concealed enemies of hu-

manity destroyed, and a more perfect human being results.

And so' each age, receiving from its predecessor a legacy of

acknowledged fact, and adding to this its own contribution

before passing it to a newer generation, has seen the depth of

man's reasoning and the breadth of man's understanding be-

come deeper and broader with the irresistable sweep of years.

And in all ages, no matter what the perfection of the mind
has been, man has caught fleeting glimpses of the future or

peered into the living mysteries of his own time only to realize

situations he could not understand, to find himself in a dark-

ness in which the eyes of the mind were blind. But the prob-

lems of the ages are not the same; that which was darkest

night to the man whose skull has been found at Neanderthal

was the growing glimmer of dawn to our paleolithic ancestor

as he sketched the mammoth on the rock of his prehistoric

cave, and, with the accumulated experiences of centuries and
the growth of intellectual vigor, it came to be the break of day,

changed long before our own time into the noonday brilliance

of the sun. With each succeeding age man's condition has im-

proved, and today we boast of our twentieth century civiliza-

tion as the greatest ever known. Our knowledge more accurate,

more scientific, more general; our economy more stupendous,

more specialized, more thorough ; our government more demo-
cratic, more just, more humane; our society more liberal, more
sympathetic, more helpful ; and a thousand other superiorities.

It ought to be ; with the evolutionary development of ages be-

hind it, a legacy of constantly upbuilding achievement, the in-

heritors of past successes and the profitors of past errors, it

ought to be the best, the grandest, the greatest ever known.
Yet 'tis well to bear in mind that we are weighing the ages in

a scale of our own making, the balances of which we have
adjusted, and the results are measured by values we have
alone determined.
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We should not, however, use past

LOOK TO THE generations for comparison, but rather,

FUTURE
looking to the future, try to picture in

our imagination what the world will be with additional cen-

turies of progress; when the individuals of today have long

been forgotten, and the crowning pinnacles of present success

seem but the ordinary level of achievement, only natural steps

onward in the continual march towards the final and eternal

reckoning of the ages. The mighty Spanish armada of Philip

seemed all-powerful to the Protestants of Elizabeth's kingdom,

but compared either in ability or size with the scientific fighting

machine of today it pales into insignificance. Place one of

the vessels that sailed with Columbus across an unknown ex-

panse of waters to discover a new world beside the comfortable

and spacious liners now crossing the Atlantic, and it seems a

mere speck on the ocean's grey. Progress ? Surely ; but what

will the future unfold, when ships larger and swifter float

through the air, and the magnificent steamship, so progressive,

is abandoned by a new generation as slow and cumbersome ?

The ancient astronomers, with their complexity of cycles

and epicycles accounting for the motion of the sun and the

five planets of which they knew, seemed to have reached the

limit of perfection, and the world accepted their dictum that

the center of the universe was the earth, which was itself at

rest. Then comes the genius, glancing prophetically beyond

the veil of doubt, and sees the eternal truth behind— the sys-

tem is declared false, and Copernicus gave the world a new

plan of creation. Ancients, where are your fundamentals of

acknowledged truth, and modern certainties, what will be your

status after the coming ages? We know that the eye can see

unaided two thousand stars in the dark dome of the heavens,

and if aided by the telescope and photographic plate a hundred

million more; but what else, modern scientist, can you tell us

of yonder "points of peaceful light?" The nearest one is only

twenty-five millions of millions of miles away, and science has

grown beyond the reach of man's conception, for who can real-

ize in any degree the gigantic space involved?
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When man is brought into contact

THE IMMENSITY OF w jtj1 t^e immensity of creation, when he
CRFATION 1

endeavors to think in terms of geological

ages of thousands of years each, or tries to map out in his

mind the heavens with ninety-three millions of miles (the dis-

tance from the earth to the sun) as the unit of measurement, or

strives to secure in his own mind an adequate realization of

the everlasting eternity and infinity of time and space, he can

but turn his thoughts with wonder and admiration to the su-

preme and almighty wisdom of its Creator, and ask in his

ignorance and enthusiasm, as in despair and doubt an ancient

Hebrew asked, "What is man that thou art mindful of him,

and the son of man that thou visitest him ?"

The past has only been a beginning, the greatest development

lies ahead. Along what paths the footsteps of the future ex-

plorer will tread we do not know, but we can confidently ex-

pect revelations yet to come which will be just as important

and everlasting as any in the past. We of the twentieth cen-

tury are apt to induge in the pleasing optimism that all things

of great import have been discovered; that our fundamental

beliefs are facts that no future generation will discard com-

peltely. But may we not be laboring under false beliefs, the

same as other generations ? The great revolutions have come at

times when men's minds had definitely accepted certain facts,

but the facts of their general acceptance were overthrown

—

Columbus' discovery of a new world, or the revelations of

Galileo's telescope were as much surprising to their generation

as a message from Mars would be to ours. Therefore, we
conclude, that at present man's knowledge is becoming more

and more certain and complete regarding spheres of activity

with which he is now acquainted, but as the same thing could

have been said in any age with equal truth, there must be still

a vast realm of the unknown into which he has just begun to

force an entrance, and possibly much more into which he has

never wandered.
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SOCIETY ELECTIONS.

Calhoun.—President, L. K. Brice; Vice-President, W. C.

Bethea; First Censor, M. B. Patrick; Second Censor, H. L.

Clinkscales ; First Critic, J. H. Anderson ; Second Critic, R. S.

Jenkins; Third Critic, Wm. Melvin ;
Treasurer, J. M. Towns-

end; Recording Secretary, J. J. Riley; Corresponding Secre-

tary, G. C. Adams.

Preston—President, LeRoy Moore; Vice-President, T. C.

Herbert ; First Critic, L. A. Moyer ; Second Critic, L. J. Cau-

then; First Censor, W. H. Smith; Second Censor, H. Man-

ning; Third Censor, W. Daniel; Recording Secretary, J. C.

Kearse; Corresponding Secretary, W. Daniel; Treasurer, G.

W. Wannamaker, Jr.

Carlisle:—President, M. K. Fort; Vice}-President, L. S.

King; First Critic, L. O. Rast; Second Critic, H. P. DuBose;

First Censor, C. C. Garris ; Second Censor, C. E. King; Third

Censor, J. C. Pruit
;
Treasurer, G. T. Hughes

;
Recording

Secretary, R. C. Stuckey; Corresponding Secretary, C. A.

Carter.

THE NEW JOURNAL STAFF.

We feel sure that The Journal will be in good hands next

year. The men elected on the new staff are all thorough stu-

dents, who will make an effort to put out good issues. Their

success will be in proportion to their personal work and to the

co-operation of the students in contributing sufficient material.

The members are as follows

:

Editor-in-Chief—J. E. Ford (Carlisle).

Literary Editor—W. C. Bethea (Calhoun).

Business Manager—L. J. Cauthen (Preston).
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Local Editor—M. K. Fort (Carlisle).

Exchange Editor—J. H. Anderson (Calhoun).

Y. M. C. A. Editor—LeRoy Moore (Preston).

Athletic Editor—B. F. DeShields (Preston).

Assistant Literary Editor—R. Syfan (Carlisle).

Assistant Business Manager—H. L. Clinkscales (Calhoun).

Assistant Exchange Editor—W. B. Stuckey (Preston).

ORATORICAL SPEAKERS.
The preliminary oratorical speakers for next year are

:

Calhoun—J. F. Wardlaw and R. C. Rice.

Carlisle—R. Syfan and H. N. Dukes.

Preston—T. C. Flerbert and W. G. Ramseur.

MEDALS WON.
The Freshman Declamation was up to the usual standard.

G. W. Palmer, of Anderson, won the medal, with W. G. Ram-

seur second.

H. N. Dukes, Washington, Ga., won the first Stackhouse

medal in the Sophomore contest.

INTERCOLLEGIATE DEBATE.

Representatives from Emory College, Oxford, Ga., and Em-
ory and Henry College, Emory, N. C, held an intercollegiate

debate in our chapel on May 3rd. The query, Resolved, That,

as a general policy, it is to the best interest of our country to

preserve the rights and powers of the individual States, was

won by the affirmative.

Affirmative—Emory, represented by J. B. Mallet and J. E.

Mathews.

Negative—Emory and Henry, represented by J. L. Lyons

and P. D. Morelock.

COLLEGE REPRESENTATIVES MET HERE. '

The annual meeting of the male colleges of South Carolina

met here this year. The following were in attendance : Prof.
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St. James Cummings, Citadel; Prof. L. T. Baker, University

of South Carolina; Prof. C. M. Martin, Furman; Prof. Gra-

ham, Presbyterian College of South Carolina; and members

of the faculties of Wofford and Converse.

The meetings were not open to the public. Various matters

of interest were discussed. The next annual meeting will be

held here. Officers were elected as follows: President, Dr.

H. N. Snyder; Vice-President, Prof. L. T. Baker; Secretary,

Prof. St. James Cummings.

ON THE CAMPUS.
On the evening of May 6 Mr. Rae, Assistant United States

District Attorney, gave an interesting talk in chapel on the

white slave traffic. He was one of the leaders in the Chicago

vice commission which has done so much to check this evil

traffic. He gave some startling examples of what is going on

in our large cities.

May 9 Dr. H. B. Reid, one of the faculty of Johns Hopkins

University, delivered a very interesting and instructive lecture

to the geology class. His subject was the San Francisco earth-

quake. He is an authority on the subject of earthquakes. The

class was deeply impressed with his lecture.

Dr. Snyder delivered an address in Texas during the first

of May. He was gone about a week. On his return, he spoke

to the Senior Class about meeting a number of South Caro-

linians, who asked him many questions about their old home.

Thursday evening, May 15th, Prof, and Mrs. D. A, DuPre

gave a dinner to the Seniors who take mineralogy. In the

center of the table were beautiful mineral specimens from the

museum. The plate cards were drawings, with scientific char-

acterizations of each member. Dr. Waller was very effective in

helping the host and hostess entertain while the courses were

being served. Those present were : Humphries, Monroe,
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Rhoad, Green, Calvert, Burnett, Black, Hodges and Madden.

Jim Chapman was absent because of the death of a relative.

The dormitory students gave a reception to the Seniors Sat-

urday evening, May 17. A large number of the choicest fem-

ininity was present. As one of the boys said, "A bunch of

queens and nifty refreshments make all thoughts of exams

vanish." They did.

Invitations have been sent out for the first Fitting School

Alumni banquet, which comes off in the Fitting School dining

hall at 8:30 Wednesday evening, June 4th.

A GOOD RESOLUTION.
At a recent student body meeting a resolution was passed,

which, if carried out, will mean much to the honesty of the

students. It was to this effect: Any man giving a forged

check or failing to pay any debt is to be reported to a com-

mittee, which investigates the affair and reports it to the

student body, by whom the man is handled. Occasionally some
student is guilty of a thing like this. But the standard of stu-

dent honesty and trustfulness should be high among each other

and in the eyes of the merchants and business men of the town.

NOM DE PLUMES
Several articles have been published in The Journal under fictitious

names, and in order to keep the record straight, we publish below the
real names of the authors

:

D. L. Edwards—Poems, Stripes, Thanksgiving, Will You Forget, The
Indian, Land of Lost Youth, Xmas Bells, Life, The Wanderer, O
Heart of Mine, and The Highlands. Story, Gwendolyn.
Henry R. Sims—Stories, The Monumental Extortion Co., Ltd., In

Payment of Account, and The Lawyer for the Defence.
C. D. Guess—Poems, Mother, and But Then.
Hugo S. Sims—Stories, A Messenger to the Mind, and Smithfield's

Cotton Plunge.

J. P. Wharton—Story, Won by a Touchdown.
J. S. Cunningham—Essay, An Irrigation System.
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ATHLETICS.

Although we have not won any championships this year, all

of Wofford's athletic teams made a splendid showing and rep-

resented the college in a very creditable way. There has been

some kind of athletic work going on the entire year, and the

campus always had something to look forward to.

TRACK.
The first team to go out was the track team composed of

Burnett, captain; Earle, manager; Chapman, Tiller, Wanna-

maker, Plyler, Pendergrass, Owens, Wharton, Whitaker,

Perry, Fort, Manchester, and Williams. The team did not

succeed in winning any meets, but showed that there were

some mighty strong men on it who will worry somebody later.

TENNIS.

Then came the season of tennis. Asbill was elected manager

of the tennis department of the athletic association. We were

represented at the State tennis meet by Asbill (singles and

doubles) and Burnett (doubles). Asbill won the Marshall

Moore tennis trophy.

BASKET BALL.

This time there was more interest in basket ball than ever

before. We had a splendid team and succeeded in winning

a majority of the games played. The members of the team

were : Anderson, captain
;
DeShields, manager

;
Hamilton,

Greneker, Black, Frey, Steadman, Townsend, Parker, and Mc-

Cullough.
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"GYM."

After the Christmas holidays the "gym" team made its an-

nual tour of the State. The team was well trained and gave

a very interesting exhibition at every place visited by them.

The following men were members of the team : Wharton, cap-

tain; Heinitsh, manager
;
Cauthen, Carson, Whitman, Walker,

Barnes, Wardlaw, Earle, Osborne, Sprott, and Hammond.

BASEBALL.
The weather got warmer and all interest turned to the ball

park, where Andy McCarthy had the baseball men training

every afternoon. At the opening of the season we had one of

the fastest teams ever seen in action on the Wofford field, and

it was winning everything. But—and here the tale turns

—

the mumps struck the team and treated our men in such a

rough way that they never got back what they had at the open-

ing of the season. We began to lose, and we lost and we lost.

Of course we were very much disappointed, but we feel that

the reason we did not win the championship is that so many
of the team had mumps. Pardon us for making excuses.

The members of the team : Frey, Stackhouse, Stilwell,

Whitmire, Bethea, Hamilton, Sims, Carmichael, Greneker, De-

Shields, Osborne, Harmon, and Black. Jas. Chapman was
manager of the team.

The games played and the scores

:

Wofford 5 ; Charleston College 4.

Wofford 6 ; Citadel 0.

Wofford 4 • Clinton 3.

Wofford 3. Furman 5.

Wofford 4. Erskine 3.

Wofford 6,• Charleston College 3.

Wofford 5; Newberry 2.

Wofford 9. Erskine 7.

Wofford 4; Clinton 4.

Wofford 5,- Newberry 10.

Wofford 4; Clemson 4.
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Wofford 3; Elon 6.

Wofford 4; Clemson 14.

Wofford 0: Clemson 10.

Wofford 5; Furman 3.

Wofford 2 ; Furman 3.

Wofford 0 ; Elon 2.

Wofford 2
;
Trinity 3.

Wofford 1
;
Trinity 4.

Wofford 8 ; Clinton 9.

Wofford 2 ; St. Mary's 4.

The championship was won by the Clemson team. This

team finished the season without having lost a game.

At the last game on the home grounds, Umpire Perrin pre-

sented Coach McCarthy with a ring in behalf of the ball team

and the student body. The boys appreciate the little coach and

took this means of showing it.

FAREWELL.
Those of you who remain behind must keep up the high

standard Wofford now has in all forms of athletics. You may

be sure that all of us who are leaving you this year will ever

rejoice to hear of the success of any Wofford team. And in

saying farewell we wish each one of you much success in the

remaining years of your college work and in the years to

come.
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SOME PICTURES OF THE FACE OF CHRIST.
At our meeting of April 4th Mr. E. G. Wilson, associate

State secretary of the Young Men's Christian Associations of

North and South Carolina, delivered a most impressive address

to us on "Some Pictures of the Face of Christ " The pic-

tures, which Mr. Wilson so well described and interpreted the

great truths taught by them, were as follows : The face of

Christ illumined, as seen immediately after His baptism; the

face set, most notable when journeying toward Jerusalem;

the face buried in the dust in prayer, as in the garden suc-

ceeding His prediction of Peter's denial; and the face buried

on the cross.

As we think of these pictures, said Mr. Wilson, we are

brought face to face with a supreme question of life, "Am I

doing the will of God?" How many of us have settled this

question ?

TALK BY MR. MARTIN.
Mr. Martin, secretary of the Spartanburg Y. M. C. A., gave

us a very interesting and instructive talk on Friday evening,

April nth, concerning the annual Southern Student Y. M.
C. A. Conference, which is to be held at Black Mountain,

N. C, from the 17th to the 26th of June.

Attending one of these conferences, said Mr. Martin, is one
of the greatest privileges in the life of a college student. Here
one comes in contact with the best type of character, with men
of high ideals and noble aspirations, from whom may be
gained invaluable ideas and views of life.

What splendid opportunities, continued the speaker, for

doing Christian work are to be found on a college campus;



62 Wofford College Journal.

and that we might learn better ways and methods of dealing

with these opportunities let us attend the approaching con-

ference.

INSTALLATION OF NEW OFFICERS.

Our meeting of March 18th marked the close of one of the

most successful administrations in the history of the Asso-

ciation.

The first part of the programme was devoted to the annual

reports of the various members of the cabinet and the reading

of a very interesting paper by President Spigner concerning

the general work of the Association during this year. Presi-

dent-elect Patrick then assumed the duties of his office and

made a brief talk, containing some good suggestions, in regard

to the plans and methods of conducting the Y. M. C. A. next

year. The members of the new cabinet were then installed,

the personnel being as follows: M. B. Patrick, President; G.

W. Wannamaker, Jr., Vice-President ; H. Manning, Treasurer

;

E. P. Pendergrass, Secretary; J. E. Ford, Personal Work;

G. T. Hughes, Mission Study; L. L. Moore, Bible Study; H.

H. Smith, Hall ; P. A. Whitaker, Music ; F. D. Evans, Mem-
bership ; G. W. Wannamaker, Jr., Hand-book and Calendar.

MR. HODGES' TALK.

On Friday evening, April 25th, Mr. G. H. Hodges, of the

Senior Class, gave us a very impressive talk on "The Scope

of Christianity."

The more strictly one abides by the laws and principles of

Christianity, said Mr. Hodges, the more clearly is its infinite

power and beauty revealed to him. And, moreover, the great

privilege of conforming to the will of our Master is not af-

forded to a class nor to a limited number of people, but to all

the peoples of the earth. Not only is salvation through faith

in Christ free to all nations, but likewise to man in every sta-

tion of life, from him who sins least to the vilest of transgres-
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sors. The perfect embodiment of love is God, "and there's a

wideness in His mercy like the wideness of the sea."

JOINT MEETING OF CONVERSE Y. W. C. A. AND
WOFFORD Y. M. C. A.

A joint meeting of the Converse Y. W. C. A. and the Wof-
ford Y. M. C. A. was held at Converse on Sunday evening,

April 27th.

Dr. Pell, the speaker of the occasion, delivered an able and
interesting address on "The Value of the College Y. W. C. A.

and Y. M. C. A." Dr. Pell described the college Association

as one of the most valuable and powerful institutions for good
in our country, since through it the spirit of Christian man-
hood and womanhood is being instilled into the young men
and women who are to become the leaders in the affairs of our
nation.

TO THE NEW EDITOR

!

To the editor of this department of The Journal for next
year the retiring editor desires to extend his best wishes for a
most successful career in this field of activity. In his work in

this department the retiring editor has found some valuable
exercise and training in the art of expressing thoughts in a
more or less concise, coherent manner, while he has derived
much spiritual benefit from recording the various addresses.
May this experience be that of the new editor

!



The Pathway of Life

"Treading life's pathway where'er it leads,

Lined with flowers or choked with weeds."

THE CONVERSE CONCEPT.
We are glad to note that the March Wofford Journal has a wealth

of good poetry. The three poems, "A Tribute," "From Catullus" and
"At Last," by the same author, show quite an ability for writing verse.

The first recalls to us in appropriate language the Titanic disaster;

the second, which is a translation, is an achievement worthy of more
than a passing comment. We would like to call attention to the fact

that it was a translation that won the State prize. "An Easter Hymn"
is quite appropriate and well written. It is a pleasure to see a new
verse form, as the four-line and six-line stanzas are a little over-

worked in college magazines.
The rest of The Journal is very good. The balance is not kept,

however. We find but one short story to stand against two essays.

The story "According to Honor" is well treated and, with the ex-

ception of a slight anti-climax, is entirely successful. A tragedy is

rather difficult to develop when experience and observation have shown
nothing but comedy. "The Monroe Doctrine" is quite logical and cor-

rect in form and thought.

We are very glad to see that the names of the authors are attached

to the articles in The Journal, though they do show that this issue

is the work of just a few.

THE FURMAN ECHO:
The Wofford College Journal. The Journal is to be congratu-

lated upon the work of the poet who wrote "A Tribute," "At Last"

and "Alma Mater." All three are good, especially the first one of

them. "According to Honor" is extremely good in spots, but the

author of this story invents some very weak characters. We don't

like to read about such women as Ethel. The essay on "The Monroe
Doctrine" is the best we have read on that particular line. The es-

sayist dives deep into the "foreign relations" question and gives none
but good, solid thoughts on this very complex subject. "The Inven-
tions of Dr. Schneider" and "The Mysteries of the Sphinx" are both
interesting and original. "The Hare and the Tortoise" is a "sermon"
of value, because it gives us some high marks at which to aim. The
"text" and the "sermon" don't agree, however, because the writer

speaks of the "Plodder" as always following the "Dreamer," whereas
the Tortoise certainly passed the Hare and beat him to the goal. The
writer's "Plodder" never advances, while the Tortoise did advance,

persistently and everlastingly.

THE S. C. C. L CO-ED.
The Wofford College Journal is one of the best college publica-

tions in the State. There is one weak point—that of the few stories
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which are published in it—that we wish to call attention to. Perhaps,

though, in no other of our exchanges does there appear as many poems

with as high a standard as The Journal. "The Sunset of Life'; con-

tains special merit. The thoughts in it are beautiful and inspiring.

We haven't much to say about "We Studied Latin," for we believe we

can describe it with one word—silly. "Napoleon Bonaparte" is a "fair

and square" sketch of the "great little general." The author succeeds

in giving the reader a clear and definite idea of his illustrious life.

"Man-Scared" is interesting. That, alone, is saying a great deal for

the college short story, when we consider how many do not deserve

this absolutely necessary praise. While the poems, "The Wanderer"

and "The Viking," are good, they do not quite come up to The

Passing of the Old Year," which is really a "gem in rhymes." There

is not much to "Since the Night of That Dance." It seems strange

to us that the lover does not explain his sudden departure at once

instead of waiting until they were "at the dinner table." "Life" has

a touch of humor in it, and is worth special mention. In the back of

The Journal all of the criticisms from over the State of that maga-

zine are reproduced; this is an interesting addition. We wish to con-

gratulate Wofford on their artist, who makes such attractive covers

for their publication.

THE LIMESTONE STAR.

In speaking of the Wofford College Journal we find it necessary

to confess that when our glance has fallen on the sombre hue of the

color of the exterior we are not anxious to excavate the interior

—

but, notwithstanding this, we examine further and find that
#

the defic-

iency of one is counteracted by the other, and that our choice proved

"a pleasant choice," not chosen as "a choice of pleasure."

The poem, "Little Deeds of Kindness," has much truth in it, and

we would do well to emulate the spirit which the poet has sought to

convey. When we criticize the minor poem, "O Heart of Mine," we
see it readily as the production of an amateur. The poet whose sig-

nature is D. L. E. has furnished The Journal with three well-balanced

poems. The essay entitled "Parcels Post" we find both instructive and
interesting. This means of transportation is of great benefit, as it

brings country life into closer touch with the world's progress.

"The Linotype's Message" is perhaps the most creditable of the

three stories included in this issue. The author portrays many qual-

ities and possibilities of the true detective.

The material of the departments is superior to any of our other

college exchanges, except the "Clippings" have been clipped so long

that they should be clipped out.

THE TRINITY ARCHIVE.

The Wofford College Journal for December is a pleasing medley
of verse and stories. "Christmas Bells" is a haopy jingling, tingling,

which at once suggests Poe's "Bells, Bells, Bells." "The Indian" is

good. "The Haunted Palace" is a hair-raising piece of supernatural

fiction, which at length dissolves into a dream. The editorial on "Il-

lusions of Childhood" is especially appropriate for the issue. How-
ever, "A Poet's Christmas" is what one of our contemporaries would
be apt to call "pure, unadulterated nonsense."
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COLLEGE OF CHARLESTON MAGAZINE.
The Wofford College Journal for February is the best all around

magazine, published by a college in this State, that we have received
It is well balanced both in quantity and quality of material. The poetry
does not show any real merit, but it is nevertheless better than the
average grade of poetry found in college magazines. We consider
an Appeal to Arms" the best poem. It has a fine martial tone We
also like Death

: a Mystery/' but the idea of a corpse being a model
for an undertaker is repulsive to us. The lines referred to are

:

r

"A model for a painter then;
Alas ! the undertaker now !"

"Passing Away" is the best essay in this number. It consists of
choice rhetoric; and would therefore make a good oration. Its subject
matter may be summed up in the well known saying: "Sic transit
gloria mundi." "The Mediaeval Castle" is an interesting essay on
mediaeval castles, which contains a history of Richard's Chateau Gail-
lard We do not like the essay on the "Parcels Post," because most
oi the material m it could easily be gotten from a government cir-
cular on the subject. "The Linotype's Message" is the best story. It
is very seldom that we ever run upon a good detective story in a col-
lege magazine, but we must admit that this is a neat attempt at one
The character of Myra in "A Fading Flower" is overdrawn in the
beginning of the story, and this spoils it. The author, however, has
dealt with the delicate theme about which he treats in an admirable
manner. There is also a long and excellent editorial department in
this issue.
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